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„ All Ali 'e | ad More Ty ; or, the Ene T, per, 
OO Invitation to the Hompaun , n and | 
about London, a 
Ane SONG. 
0 M E all you Tln lun. that encum- 
ber the Earth, = 
N. Fou Foes unto nothing but Merit and 
Mirth, Oe 1 
ww ho Saunter, Yawn, Slumber, and - 
„ Dream, as you walk, 
Ina doe away L ie, between Buzzard and Hawk. 
Ee oůOUᷣ·; — drwn, xc. 
B . 
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Y e Gluttons, who dig your own Graves with your 
Teeth, 


Whoſe Guts mount aloft, while your Brains fink 
beneath, 


Who, becauſe you get Younkers eat Cuſtard, and 
- thrive, © | 


5 Have the monſtrous Aſſurance to think you re e r 
| Derry down, down, &c. . 
Who PR you're « fick, when the Caſe is juſt this, 
That the beſt Sons of Art can find nothing amiſe, | | 
| But a Face or a Fancy incurably dull, 
f Or a Noddle too o empty, or Belly too full. 5 
Den down, down, &c. 
5 Who i in Me and arch Allan * no Beauties can find, l, 
| And ſwear mighty Swift is no Friend to Mankind, 


On whom Mirth and mu h and Wit's 
| thrown away, 


| Whom 11 1 1 8 can pleale, but to hoot and to bray. 


| Derry down, down, &C. 5 
_ Alive and all merry | ! our Spirits dance round! —_ 
There s Muſic, and Mettle, and Life in the Sound. 


8 Aſſiſt me Lord Flame, and Euphraſyne gay, 


| W hile Marth i in its Tomes I attempt to diſplay. 

5 Derry down, re Kc. 
- Each WET x and May” r, and right worſhipful Cit, 
Without the Expence of Senſe, Learning or Wit, 

- To be pert, brisk, and ſmart, a huge Buſtle may make, - 
Bot can never prove . alive, or awake. 


. m"y TOS „ &c. 


. 


or, the Merry Mortal's n 3 


But the Man of all Men that wou'd ſhine upon Earth, ; 
A true Son of Laughter, of Wit, and of Mirth, 


Apollo and Pallas muſt faſhion his Mind, 


| And leave their * Traces behind. 
: Derry down, 4 &e. + 


When theſe have accompliſht the Stripling, and * 1 


| He s finiſh'd and bright by the Converſe of Men, 
Conſummate with Time, he in Glory may ſhow 
The Cn the SO; the Courtier, and Beau. 
Derry down, down, &c. 
Ho 1 to theſe 101 is bleſed with a competent Wealth, 
And the Treaſure of F reedom, Contentment and Health, 


In glorious Succeſſion new Pleaſures he feels, 
| And Life nexther ſtagnates, nor runs upon Wheels. 5 
Derry down, down, Ke, — 


Ih * he ſings, al y, active, and airy, 

| Such Gifts are enough to make any Man merry; 3 
Refining what's earthy, they render the Whole 
Al Wits Mirth, and N Life, Spirit, and Soul. 585 


Derry down, down, ce. 
Vet Mirth fs welt grounded, exempt from al F ally, 232 
5 * not quite excluſive of ſoft Melancholy; . 


Linke ſerious Reflection, this tempers his AY 
Ac makes his beghe Minutes more chearfully fly, 
| | Derry down, down, &c. 
His Children. Wife, Friends, whom he loves be- 
„„ A 
Are all in high Rapture his Pace to behold ; 

For his tragical Airs can our Laughter r : 
: __ tho! ave: toa Wonder, are turn'd for a Joke. 
Derry down, down, a 
5 OL Nay, : 
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Nay, when his Meridian is clouded or paſt, 

His Humour ne'er flags, but will hold to the laſt, 

His fourth Generation he triumphs to ſee 

Alive and all merry, D a la Paris *. 

Derry dawn, drum, &c.. 

15 [ 1 is the Hero, by Nature deſign'd 

The joy of the Earth, and Delight of Mankind 


Such Creatures alone are alive, -anblf}_ {eh ff 
| The 1 are fark dead, and may rot when they lift. 


5 down, _ &c. 


The Torr * PRAYER, 


N _ e'er in o thy Sight I found vhs, Hells, Dn 
1 Defend me from all the Diſaſters which follow : 
— From the Knaves, and the Fool, and the 8 of the 5 
. 3 5 
55 From the Drudges in Proſe, and the Trifters in Rs: $I 
F. rom the Patch-work and ＋ ory of the es Sack. 
= AD 


Thoſe dead Birth-Day-Odes, ail the F arces 4 Cilber. 0 


ES From ſervile Attendance on Men in high Places, : | 
| Their Worſhips, and en, and Lordſhips, and 5 


-CIraces ©: 
From long Dedications to Nane unworthy, 1 
Who hear and receive, but will do K for thee: - 


At Paris, Men and . as well as Children, dance 
Hands round, every one fin aging. 


From 


or, the Merry Mortai”s Companion. 5 
From being careſꝰ d to be left in the Lurch, 
The Tool of a Party, in State or in Church: 
: From dumb thinking Blockheads, as ſober as Turks, 
And petulant Bards, who repeat their own Works : 
From all the gay Things of a Drawing-room ſhow, 
The Sight of a Belle and the Smell of Ba 
From buſy Back-biters, and Tatlers and Carpers, 
And {curvy Acquaintance of Fidlers and Sharpers: 
From old Politicians, and Coffee-Houſe Lectures, 
The Dreams of a Chemiſt, and Schemes of Projectors: 


From the Fears of a Goal, and the Hopes of a Penſion, 


The Tricks of a Gameſter, and Oaths of an Enſign: . 

From ſhallow Free-thinkers in Taverns — 

Nor ever confuted, nor ever confuting: = 
From the conſtant good Fare of another Man's Board, 


My Lady's broad Hints: And the Jeſts of my Lord: e 
From heating old Chemiſts prelecting de ales, 


And reading 'of Dutch Commentators in Folio: = 
From waiting like Gay, for whole Years at Whitehall, | 


From the Pride of great Wits and the Envy of ſmall ; 0 


From very fine Ladies with very fine Income, > 
Which they finely lay out on Kine 2 and fine Trin- | 
5 n 
From the Pranks of Ridottos and Court u 5 
be Snares of young Jilts and the Spight of old Maids: 
From a ſaucy dull Stage, and ſubmitting to Share, DS 
In an empty third Night with a beggarly Play'r: 
From Curl and ſuch Printers as would ha' me curſt, 
To write ſecond Farts, let who will write the firſt. 


5 * This Shades to the Preletions of the hs Dr. Sryth, Ds 
0: 20 Bitumize, annually held in 7. inity call Dublin, 


From = 


6 The Muszs VACARIES W 
From all pious Patriots, who would to their Beſt, 
Put on a new Tax, and take off an old 7%; 


From the Faith of Informers, the Fangs of the law, 


And the great Rogues, who keep all the leſſer in awe . 
From a poor Country-cure, that living-interment : _ 
With a Wife and no Proſpect of any Preferment : 
From ſcribbling for Hire, when my credit is ſunk, 
To buy no- new Coat, and to line an old Trunk: 
From ' Squires, who divert us with Jokes at their Tables 
Of Hounds in their Kennels and Nags in their Stables: 
From the Nobles and Commons, who bound in trig 
- league are 


Ea To: ſubſcribe for no Book, yet . to 1 | 


From the Cant of Fanaticks, the Jargon of Schools: 
The Cenſures of wiſe Men, and Praiſes of Fools: 
e F rom Critics who never read Latin or Greek, 20 
And Pedants, who boaſt they read both all the Week; 5 
| If ever thou didft, or wilt ever befriend me, 6 
From theſe and ſuch Evils, Apollo defend me: 
And let me be rather but honeſt with no-wit, 
1 han a 5 nonſenſical half. witted Poet. 


* — — 
. N » - 9 * 


The 2 Coveray Max' $ LIT AN v. 


FROM 2 Wife of ſmall Fa ortune has mt very proud, d, 
Who values herſelf on her Family's Blood : 5 


b Who ſeldom talks Senſe, but for ever is loud. 
1 Lua, . 


Fron: 


From living ! 1 "thy Pariſh that has an ; ol Kirk, 
Where the Parſon would rule like a Few or a Turk: . Y 
And keeps a your” Curate to do all his Work. 


or, the Merry Mortal*s Companion. 7 


From Children begotten on ſuch a curſt Mother, 
Who are like to their Dam as one Pea to another: 


From ſeven of theſe Brats without ever a Brother, _ 
1 e Libera ne. 


Libera me. 


, From a Juſtice oth? Peace who' 1 put up no Offence, 
But conftrues the Law in its moſt rigid Senſe : 
: And Rill to bind over will find ſome Pretence. 0 


"Libera me. 


From Baliffs Attorneys; and all common n Rogues, 
From Iriſh Nonſenſe, their Boggs and their Brogues : 


5 F rom Scots bonny Lv, their 1 and Shrugs. 8 


. From Sirus Courts, Citations and Libels, 
From Proctors, Apparitors, and all the Tribe elle: 
Which never were read of yet in 4 Bibles. 55 


Ta nine oblig'd to att end at Ae 
And ſerve upon Juries of curſt Ni Priſi' : 
| From damp Beds, or itchy , or ſuch where there Lice i 8 


Eads vera me. 


Libera me. 


Libera mne. 
Hemi 4 With 88 Mer and 1010 their Nerd, 


From waiting whole Mornings to ſpeak with my Lord : 
Y Whe puts Ul his Payments. and Puts an his Sword. 


Libera me. . 


8 7 truſting to 8 \Vretches who trifle, - 


With Heay'n, that on Earth mire ſecure they may Trifle - 


ho Conſcience, and Elon; our, and Honeſty ftifle. 
In Libera me. 
From 


Wl <> 
* 
* — — — — — * 
oo N y 
* . 


From Petty coats whete the Inſide's very naught, 
1 | | | Libera: me. 
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Frem Mack Crats who never the G o/pel yet taught, 
From red Coats who never a Battle yet fought : 


th Brav's LI TAN v. 


_—_— 


: Bye the ns of your Health when full Bumpers 2 g0 


Fs By the e rous Maſquerade Beam of the . „„ 
- the powde: d pert Fop, and the ruſtic dull Clown. 


I prithee now hear me, dear C Blue, 


By the Pink of the Mode, which the Fair fo adore, Eo 
By the Pride of your Ln, when their 8 we im- 


plore, 


ö By the Charms of your bab, and the Force of is ; 


2 be Oe. | 


3 the Poly Ae d a on your Ring or your Garter, 


Aer, 


i the 8 Dimple your Smiling diſcovers, 


By the ogling Glance when you captivate Lovers, 
By the coquetting Belles who cenſure all others, 
I prithee &c, 
By that Circle your Hoop, which ſuch Charms does 


incloſe, 


By your killing bright Eyes, and your 3 Noc, 5 
5 By the Death — commit, when a Spark you depoſe, 
1 e 5 


B, 


1 1 


. prithee &e, 


By your delicate Snuff Box, enamell'd much ſmarter, e 
. IF" the Fe-ne ſcay- quoy Airs when you: Captives ery i 


or, the Merry MortaPs Companion. 5 


By your Lips ſo ambroſial, and Boſom ſo fair, 
5 By your 'Parrot's fine Prattle, which charms your 
A | 
By the rom . who makes you their Care, 
I prithee &c 
By your Lilly-white Hands | and Fingers ſo pretty, 15 
. By your exquiſite Genius facetious and witty, 
* all the gay Fancies deſerib d in this — > 
I _—_ Se. 


— 


5 7 jon mn ſing a 8 Tu” Lady ain : 


at Scarborough, | 


FF We * Daniel and his * is, 
The Glory of the married Life, 
He 8 always feeling of her Bubby, 

She tickles in return his Toby. 
1 hey ſhow ſuch Fondneſs! in the Light, 
OY fear there's nothing done at Night, 


; » —— - r 1/1] I 
= RVECD 5 


I 
8 
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5 A True and Lamentable Ballad, call d The 


EARL' s Defeat. 


[To the Tune of Chevy Chaſe 1 


0.5 bath Sides Slaughter, and cipantich Deeds, 
M LTO * 


G 0 D euer long from being broke, 
| The * Luck of Eden- Hall, 


_ A doleful Drinking-bout [ hogs 
There inely did befal. 


5 To . the n with | Cup. and Cann by 
Duke Philip took his Way, . 

| | Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 

5 The like of ſuch a Day. | 


= The out and ever r thirſty Duke, EY 


A Vo to God did mae, 
His Pleaſure within Cumberland, 
Three . Nights to take. 


. Sir A rene too, of Martindale, 


A A trueand worthy Knight, 
Efrfoon with him a Bargain made, 
In drinking to delight. 5 


8 The Bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 

Six in hand went round; | 
And with their calling for more Wine, ve 
Tbey made the Hall reſound. 


* A Pin: Bumper at Si Chri ß ber 2 


N aw 


* * 


or, the Merry Mortal 8 Companion. 1 11 


; Now when theſe merry Tidings reach'd, 


The Earl of Harold's Ears, 
And am I (quoth he, with an Oath) 
'T hus —— by my Peers. N 


> Saddle my Steed, briog both my Boots, . 


I'll be with them right quick, 


Ty And Mafter Sheriff come you wo, . 


We'll know this {curvy Trick. 


| Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, ET 


(Did one at Table fay ; ) 
'Ti is well reply'd the mett]'d Duke, 
How will he get away ? En 


Wh ow hs the Earl TER Ge Duke, 


Dl! know how this did chance, 


Without i inviting me, ſure this 5 : 


. ou did not learn! in France. 


One, of us two, for this Offence, 


Under the Board ſhall lie; 


Fi I know the well a Duke 5 art, 


* 5 
r 8 


7 


80 ſome Years hence ſhall I. 


But truſt me, Wharton, Pity” we, 1 


So much good Wine to ſpill, 


As theſe Companions here may drink, 


E. re they have had their F ill. 


. 


. The Mrszs Vac ARIES; 5 
: Let thou and I in Bumpers full, 
This grand Affair decide. 
Accurs d be he, Duke Whartm did, 
"F whom it 15 TP ä 


'To Andrews, 2 to Ii Fa air, 
Many a Pint went round. | 
And many a gallant Gentleman 

Lay ſick upon the Ground. 


W ben, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy d, 
He had the Earl ſecure; _ 
He ply'd him with a full Pint Glake, | 
0 hich laid him on the Floor. 5 


, Who r never ene more Words than thete, 
-...: Aﬀter he downwards ſunk, Ci 
My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Abarten ſees me drunk. = 


Then, with. a Groan, Duke Philip held 
= ſick Man by the So 
And faid, Earl Harald, ſtead of thee, | 
Would Thad drank this Pint, 5 


Alack! my very Heart Joth bleed, : 
And doth within me fink ; - 


For ſurely a more ſober Earl 


e Did never ſwallow Drink. 
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With that the Sheriff, in a Rage, 

1 o ſee the Earl ſo ſmit, e 

Vow'd to revenge the dead drunk peer 
Wo pon renown! 4 Sir Kit. = 


k ben ſtepp'd a all ant "Squire forth, 
| Ot Viſaze thin and pale; 
1 L [yd was his Name, and of Gang hall, 
| Faſt by the 1 Twale, | 


| Who aid he would not have i it told | 


Where Eden River rang: 


OD That unconcern'd he ſhould fit v7 J 


So, Sheriff, I'm your Man. 


Now when theſe Tidings 05K d the Room, 


Where the Duke lay in Bed, 
: How that the Squire dolle, 
Upon the F Bor was laid. 


175 © heavy Tidings ! | (dc the Duke) } 
Cumberland Witneſs be, 
i I have not any Captain more, 
08 ſuch Account as he, 


1 the Tidings to Earl 8 came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 

How that the under Sherif too 
W as fallen fro; n is Place 


1 
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Now God be with him (aid the Earl) 


Sith *twill no better be, 


I truſt I have within my Town, 


As drunken Knights as he. 


5 Of all the Number that were there, 


Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 


But with a Bumper i in his Hand, 


He ſtagger d 0 'er the F ield. 


Thus did this Jie Comeinion end, 


And each Man of the Slain 


Were quickly carried off to Bed, 


Their Sear! S to regain. 


N a Tod bleſs the King the Dutches far, 


And keep the Land i in Peace, 


. And grant that Drunkenneſs hencz for! E 


'Mongft Noblemen may ceaſe. 


- rd b! el kewil e n Ar Royal Paine 


= he Kirgdom' s other Hope, 
And grant us Glace, for to det. 


The Devil. 41% tt: . 


er, the Merry Mortal I Companion. | 
S 


51 


The HERON: A Tale for the 0e 


Maps. 


A Her n, ben with ſtately Stride, 95 
Was coaſting by a River's Side; 
Where gilded Carp: in limpid Stream, | 
5 Sported before lum in the Gleam ; 
And lordiy Pikes courted his Taſte, | 
He needed oniy ſtoop to feaſt : 
But hoping lomething nicer might offer . 
Dainty, be ſliglits, the p:etent Prof: 
Not long but Appetite reftor'd, 
Draws him again down to a Ford; 
Here the firm ſlimy Tench he found ; 
| {But nothing better all around}. 
Such low Repaſt with Scorn refus'd, 
. Thus proudly with himſeit he Pa ng 
: W)bhat, Tench for me! ſuch wretched NY 
_ Might ferve an Otter well enough; _ 
But Her 'ne thus low to con deſcend, | 
| Like City-Mouſe, with Country I riend ! 
Unmov'd, he views the homely Fare, 
Nor thinks it worth a ſin ngle Care: 


"Ts Tenct 1 ſoims ee tlie Gudaeon ns next 


Approach our Hero ---- nov perplext; TY 
| An he w ho ſcorn'd their Betters ſo, : 

_ Scorr:s them - --- and lets the Gudgeon 20 3 ; 
And now all gone, both 200d and bad ; 


[A Fin on no Terms to be had) 


Peor J. ong-ſhank es ſeeing no great Choice, 
| Rn We "tw * 4 E e 70 be nice; 7 
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And o to make his Supper ſure, 
Eat Snails like any Epicure. ET 


4 - 5 - nts — 


DOWN-HALL, Altes 


FSIN not Old Jaſen, who travebd thro' Greece, 
To kits the fair Maids, and poſſeſs the rich Fleece; 5 
Nor ling Duca, who led by his Mother, 
Got rid oi One ie, and went far for Anot her. 


Derry lun, d; ur, hey derry « down. 
15 »’OHn 
Nor him who through Aſia and E urepe did roam, : 


Uh Tubes by Name, Who ne'er cry d to go home, 5 
ut rather deſir'd to lee Cities and Men, 
: Than return to his Farms, and converſe with old Pex. 


III. 
Han 6 Hemer and Virgil; their meaning to ſeek, 


2 A Man muſt have pok'd | in the Latin and Greek ; 
K hoſc who love their own 1 2 we have Reaſon : : 


to hope, 


5 Have read them tranſlated by Dryden and Pe, 


IV. 
But rs Exploits that have lately been done 


| By two britiſh Heroes, call's Matthew and Fe ahn *, 


OM Mentbew Prior, EC ; and Joby Morley i Hal Jead in 
E ſex, Eſq; bred a Butcher (but was accounted one ol the 

_ greateſt Land-Jobbers in Eng/aud) and in Honour of hi; 
Profeſſion annually killed a Hag, in rhe FEY 5 and 

: tool: 2  Groat for R. Re died in 1732. 5 


Abd; - 


e the Merry AortaPs Companion. 17 
And how they rid friendly from fine London Town, 
Fair _ to ſees: and a T'REE © they call DOWN. 
5 Nos e e re they went out, you may rightly fk | 
How much they diſcours'd both in Prudence and Proſe, 


For before this great Journey was throughly concerted, on 


: Full often they n met; and as often ey parted. 
VI. 

And 11 Matthew aid, Look you here my Friend 
„ 1 


Ee 1 bis have travel'd Years . and © one ; 3 85 . 5 


And tho? I ſtill carry'd my Sovereign's Warrants, 


Ts 1 only have gone upon other Fall $ 1 2 5 


%%%ö;ö;ĩẽ 
And now in this Jaun of Life I ous how 
: A Place where to Bait, twixt the Court and the Grave ; = 


Where joyful to live, not unwilling to die—— _ 


8 neee 1 have juſt ſuch a Place in 1 m Eye. : 
Ee . | i 
| There are e Gardens ſo ſtately, 450 Arbours fo thick, ts 
1 Portal of Stone, and a Fabric of Brick: . 

The Matter next Week ſhall be all i in your Pow'r "ER 
: 5 But the Money, enn, muſt be pond a0 in an Hour, | 
For Things in this World muſt by Law be made : 
„ | 5 
We both muſt repair unto Oliver Martix ; 
For he is a Lawyer of worthy Renown. 
Ty bring you 10 fee, lie muſt fix you at Down, 


18 The Muss Va GARIESS | 
„ 
Quoth Matthew, I know that from Berwick to Dao 
| You've ſold all our Premiſſes over and over: 
And no if your Buyers and Sellers agree, 5 
Lou may throw all our Acres into the South-Sea. 
hut a Word to the Purpoſe ; To-morrow,dear Friend 
__ Welle, what To-night you ſo highly commend. 
And if with a Garden and Houſe I am bleſt, 
Let the Dovil and — M 89 with the reſt. 
„„ Tos 
Then anker; Squire Arte, pray get a z Calaſh, 


That in Summer may Burn, and in inter may Splaſh; 


l love Dirt and Duſt ; and'tis always my Pleaſure | 
Tt rake with me much of the Sol _ I meaſure, 5 
a * Ee, a 
But 13 thought beter: For Matthew ehe . 
i age 5 
85 And hired a Chariot ſo trim and b 1 5 


” hat Extremes both of MVinter and Summer might paſs: 


Z Fo or one 1 indow was Canvas, the other Was aha ca 
XIV. 
Dun up, quoth Friend Matthew ; ; pul down, 
quoth Friend John, 5 5 
We ſhall be both hotter and colder anon. 
. This talking and ſcolding, they forward did . 3 
And 22 555 5 by, g under N ewman the Swede... 


5 ; 


F * 7, 2:4 ccd, w ih whom he had aged 5 
1 Xv. Tnto ; 


"Of: the Je Merry Mortal s Companion. 1 = 
3 5 XV. | 
Ju an old Inn did this Equipage roll, 


At a Town they call Hadſon, the Sign of the Bull, 


Near a Nymph with an Urn, that divides the Hi, 3 * 
And into a Puddle throws Mother of Tea. 5 
„ 1 Os 
Come hee, my ſ w cet Landlady, pray how 4 ye d0 1 
: Where i is 'Si/ley, ſo cleanly, and Prudence and Sue? 
And where is the //idow that dwelt here below ? | 
a And the "3 1 chat ns about FIGS Years * 4 
XVII. „ 
"An where i is ; your 95 er ſo mild and ſo FREY 5 


5 Whoſe Voice to her Maids like a Trumpet was clear : 


By my Troth, he replies, you grow Younger, I think: 
And Pray, Sir, what Wine does the Gemma nan] 1 
© F 

Why now let me die, Sir, or live upon Truſt: 


1 know to which Queſtion to anſwer you firſt: 


Why Things, ſince I ſaw 121575 "molt. frangely tare : 
e 
— The H Nile i Is Hang'd, and the 2 dnw i is Marry, 4. 
1 
And Pros left a Child for the Pariſh to Nurſe; 
And Sey went off with a Gentleman's Purſe; 
And as to my Sjſter ſo mild and ſo dear, 
| She has lain i in the 9 full many a Year. 
: e 1 9 
w Ml, Pen to her Aſhes; what imifies Giief] . 
| She Roaſted red Feal, and ſhe Powder'd lean Beef + 
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F ull nicely ſhe knew to cook-up a fine Difh 
; Fo or r tough was her Pullets, and tender her Pb. 
355 
For that Matter, Sir, be ye Squire, Knight, or Lord, : 
I'Il give you whate'er a good Inn can afford: 
I ſhou'd look on myſelf as unhappily ſped, 
5 L 8 to a Siſter, or e or Dead. 
: . XXII. 
Ot Mutton a delicate Neck and a Breaſt 
Shall ſwim in the Mater in which they were dreſt: 
And becauſe You great Folks are with Rarities taken, 
Acddle- Eggs ſhall be next t Courle, t toſt IP: with rank 


Bacon. 
„ © 
Then Sw apper 1 was fery oy and the! hects t they: were 
laid; 


And Merlg moſt lovingly whilper'd the Maid, 


-E be Maid! was ſhe handſome : ? why truly fo, fo: 
5 But what Morley whit cr'd, we never ſhall know. 
Ys XXIV. 8 
| Then up wt theſe Ilex es as bri: k as the Sn 
And their Horſes, like hie, were prepared to run. 
Now when in the Morning Matt ask'd for the Score, | 
Jobn . had paid it the Ev ning before. 
| FOE ney. 
Tici Breakfaſt ſo warm to be ſure they did cat, 
A Cuſtom in Travellers, mizkty diſcreet; 
And thus with great F riendſhip and Glee they went on, : 
Jo find out the Place you ſhall hear of a anon 
„„ call d DOWN, . bey derry nun. 
5 XXVI. Bar 


= 


9 Ib. Merry Mortal Companion. | 21 
15 XXVI. 
But what did they talk of from Morning till Noon? 


Why, of Spots 1 IN the Sun, and the Manin the . ; = 
Ol the Czar's gentle Temper, the Stocks in the City, 8 


The wiſe Men of Greece, and the Secret · Committee. 
: XXVII. : 
| So to Herlri they came ; and hey, where are you's all? 


: Shews us into the Parlour, and Mind when I call: 
i Why, your Maids have no o Motion, your Men have - 


no Life; 


Well, Maſter 1 heard you have buried your \ IN . 


XXVIII. | - 
© Come this very Inſtant, take care to provide 


Lea, Sugar, and Toaſt, and a Horſe and a Guide; 
Are the Harriſons here, both the old and the young? 
And where ſtands fair Down, the Delight o of m * Song? 5 


5 „ 
: 0 "Squire, to the Grief of my 1 1 may ko 


I have buried two Wives ſince you travel'd this Wa ays _ 
And the Harriſms both may be preſently here; 
= And Down ftands, I think, Where it ſtood the laſt . 


* car. . 
Then Jun brought the Teapot, and Caleb the 
© .:Toaft ; | 


And the Wine was  froth'd out bs the Hand of 1 mine 1 


Hot: 


"ths we" clear'd our . Banquet fo faſt, 


That * Harr: Ye both were forgot | in the Haſte. 


. „„ Now 1 
„ EE 


oY — — 5 HG 
nee Doc: 26-4 — , Br >< = 
tt; 


4 
z 5 ; 
/ - 
* . a 
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XXXI. 


Now hey for Down- Hall, for the Guide he: was got; 3 
The Chariot was mounted; the Horſes did trot z 


The Guide he did bring us a dozen Mile round ; 


But oh! all in vain; for no Down cou'd be found. 


l XXXII. LT | 
0 de v. 9105 Quide, thou haſt led us amy 
Says he, how the Devil ſhou'd I know the W ay * 


5 1 never vet travel” d this Road 1 in my Life: | | 
But Down lies on the left, I was told by my Wite. 


XXXIII. 


"Thy W iſe, anſwerd Alt! eu, when the wet 1 
abroad, 


: Net er r told thee of half the 3 ſhe had trod : 
7 Tm ſhe met Friends, and brought Pence to > thy 


Houſe, , 
55 . But thou ſhalt 70 > home without | ev er a Sause. 
1 „„ „„ 
What is this Thing, Merlo, and how can | you. 5 


mean it? 


15 * e have loſt our Eftate bene, b we have ſeen i it. 


Have Patience, ſoft, Morley in Anger reply'd: 


- "TO find out cur Way, let us ſend off our Guide, 


no RTE. - 
0 bere I fy Doꝛon, caſt your Eye to the Weſt 


Where a Wind- mill ſo ſtately ſtands plainly confeſt. 
On the Weſt, reply'd Matthew, no Wind-mill I find 
As well thou * tell Mes I ſee the Welt- Wind. 


NIL Now | 


ir, the Merry b Companion. | 2 3 


XXXVI. 
No- ow pardon me, Aer ley, the Wind- mill l 65. 
g But faithful Ac hates, no Houſe is there nigh. | 
Look again, ſays mild .}or1zy, gad ooks you are blind: 
"= Ihe Mill Rands before ; and the Houle lies behund, 
| XXXVILE--- | 

0 now a low ruin'd white Shed I diſcern, 

Until d and unglaz'd ; I dell ieve tis a Barn. 


A Barn! why you rave Tis a Houſe for : a "Squire, ; 


A * ce of Peace. or a Ent ght of our Shire, 
| XXXV Ht. 


9 5 A Houſe ſou 4 be built, E W ith Brick, or w vith Stone. | 
: Why, tis Plaiſter and Lath; and, I think, that” $ al: ONE. 


And ſuch as it is, it has ſtood with great Fame, 
5 Been called a Hall, and has given its Name 


To DOW N, down, bey dey down, : 


e een 1 
5 © ) Ale, 0 Alf, if that be a Hall ; 
; The Fame with the Building will fucdenly Fall— : 


| With your Friend Fermmy Gibbs about Buildings tee, 


N My Buſineſs i is Land ; and it matters not me. 
. 
1 a; you could tell what a Diary your Head ail: 


I ſhew'd you Dawn-Ha!!; did you look Verſailles? = 
Then take Houſe and Farm, as Jahn Ballet will let ye, 


: For _ for worſe, as I took wy Dame Bag. 
XLI. 
"Ads now, Sir, a Word to the wiſe is enough; 
| You make very lietle of all Lyor old cull : 


And 
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And to build at your Age, by my SIO: you grow | 
„ 


Are you 3 young and rich, like the Mafter of Wi mpole * 5% 
| „„ | 


If you have theſe Whims of Apartments and Gardens, „ 


| From twice fifty Acres you'll ne'er fee five F arthings: 

And in your's I ſhall find the true Gentleman's Fate; 

Tre you finiſh your | Houſe ah * have ſpent your 
| Eſtate, 

XLIII. 

Nos let us touch Thumbs, and be Friends e e re ee 

part, 


Ns John, is my Thumb ; ; and here, Mat, is my : 
Heart: 5 


. To Halflead | peed ; and vou go back 10 „Town. 
e 1 hus Ends . Part of the Ballad of DON. 
„„ Derry down, ws, oy derry dew. 


PONTIUS and PONTIA, 


4 20 NT1US (who loves you know 3 
| Much better than he loves his Life) 
85 Chanc'd t'other Morning to provoke | — 
. The Patience of a well- bred Wife. 


* Eve and le Ear! of Oxford. | 


1. Talk- 


or, the Merry Morta“'s Companion. 
Talking of you, faid he, my Dear, 

Two of the greateſt Wits in Town, 
One ask'd, If that high Furze of Hair 

"Os bene fide, all your own. 

e 
- Her own, moſt certain, Yother 911 
For Nan, who knows the Thing, will tell ye, 
The Hair was bought, the Money f 

- un the Net was fign'd . 
: Me x og” 
5 Part (that civil prudent ſhe, 
Who values Wit much lefs than Senſe, = 
And never darts a Repartee, 
But poop in ber own n Defence) 
Reply'd, theſs Friends of your 85 my Dear, 
Are given extremely much to Satire, 
But pr'ythee, Husband, let one hear 


i Sometimes icls des and more e Good-nature. e 


VI. 
5 Nom: Tins one 18 Thought, 

That wou'd have ſpoil'd your Friend's Commit ; 
8 Some Hair J have, Tm ſure, unbought, _ 
Pray bring ” Brother-VVits t to ſee' t. 


5 
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9 R U TH told at lo lajt. 


GAY S Panties in Rage contradicking his In fe, 
De You never yet told me one T ruth in you Life.“ 
Vext Pontia no Way could this Theſis allow, 


« You'reaCuckold, faysſhe, do f tell you Truthnow ?” | 


* E P I 15 A P H on Saunteri ing 5 Jack, | 
e and Lale Joax. 5 


NT ERR" D beneath i Marble Stone.” 

I Lie ſaunt' ring Jack, and idle ö 
While rolling Threcſcore Years and One, 

Did round this Globe their Courſes run; 


os If Human Things went Il or Well; 


Tf changing Empires roſe or fell ; | 
The Morning paſt, the Bua came, 5 
And found this Couple ſtill the ſame, | 


5 They walk'd and eat, good Folks: w hat chen? . 
Why then they walk'd and eat n 
They ſoundly flept the Night away: 


They juſt did nothing all the Day : 

And having bury'd Children four, 
Wou'd not take Pains to try for more. : 
Nor Siſter either had, nor Brother; 5 
They ſeem' d juſt tally d for each other, 
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Their Moral and Oeconomy 
NIoſt perfectly they made agree: 
Eich Virtue kept its proper Bound, 
Nor treſpaſs'd on the others Ground. 
Nor Fame, nor Cenſure they N 
They neither puniſh'd, nor rewarded: 
He car'd not what the Footman did : _ 
Her Maids ſhe neither prais'd, nor  Chid . 
So ev'ry Servant took his Courſe + 
And bad at firſt, they all grew worſe. 
Slothtul Diſorder fill'd his Stable: 
And ſluttiſn Plenty deck'd her Table. 

Their Beer was ſtrong; their Wine was Port; 
Their \ Teal was large; their Grace was ſhort; 
They gave the Poor the Remnant- -meat, 

Jaſt when it grew not fit to eat. : 
"hey paid the Church and Pariſh Rate ; 3 
And took, but read not the Receipt: 
For which they claim their Sunday's due, 

Of llumbring in an upper Pew, 

No Man's Defects ſought they to know ; + 
Sao never made themſelves a Foe. 

| No Man's good Deeds did they comment ; 

Fo never rais'd themſelves a F riend. 

N or eheriſh'd they Relations 8 

That might decreaſe their preſent Store: 

Nor Barn nor Houſe did they repair: 

That might oblige their future Heir. 
They neither added, nor confounded : 

They neither wanted, nor thounded 


F + Bob 
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Each Chr mas they Accompts did clear; 
And wound their Bottom round the Year, 5 
Nor Tear, nor Smile did they imploy _ 
At News of publick Grief or Joy. _ 
When Bells were rung, and Bonfires made. 3 
If ask'd, they nc'er deny'd their Aid; 
| Their Jug was to the Ringers carry'd ; 


Who ever either dy'd, or marry'd. 


Their Billet at the Fire was found; 


Who ever was depos'd, or . 7 
Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wie; 3: 


They wou'd not learn, nor cou'd adviſe: 


Without Love, Hatred, Joy or Fear, 


> hey Ied——a kind of——as it were: 
Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor r cry'd 
And 0 they liv'd and ſo — oo 


0 


4 BILLINGSGATE Pasronar.. 


: I Imitation of the third Eclogue of Vico. „ 


Wr ILE TA. Or STERIA, 


2 Ho. Nan, whoſe E F iſ are thoſe that look ſo | 1 


e 7 . | 
77 A. Young Polh eli gave em me to cry. 
0%. Unhappy Pully, who thy Stand can leave, | 


N And with vain hopes of Love thyſelf deceive ! 


5 While you fack Tar will Court, but Court i in vain, 
n 170 Sail oy x ſhall obtain, ; — 


. . - : 
* 1 ., 
K - bd. 4 


To kik and toy, and ſomething elſe beſide 3 
Till the neglected Boat ran clofe to Shore, 
And to ſome laugling Maids diſcover'd your Amar. 
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lere, Pall, another will thy Gains devour, 
Nor turn a lucky Penny in an Hour; 
The Tubs unwaſh'd, thy Mackarel forſook, 


And two Pence ſunk in ev'ry Groat that's took. 


Mell. No Scandal, Madam, 1 you come to that | 


Soy may be told of you, ie know what's 8 — 
When Billy's Boat came floating down the Tide 


You with him at the Bottom was eſpy'd_ 


Out. T was at that Time, ſince Follies you rehearſe, 


= Wi hen you in height of kiſing ſtole a Purſe, 


We N. No; when beneath. a Tree in Greemvich- 
Park, 


| You was with 7 e 3 5 Huband | in i the Dark, 
Tore her lac'd Coif, then raving ſtampt and cry 4d . 
But for the Miſchict you for Spight had dy d. 


r „1. N hat Licz your Wine Impudence, weu! * 
5 pr: ate, 


When you can tell them at lo round. a rate 
Did I not fee you, Madam, eee 
To fteal a Riaug from ſicepy Peggy's Hand, 


Stroaking her Finger with your utmoſt Care --. 


But I came in and rous'd the ſleeping Fair? » | 
Thieves! Thieves! 1 cry'd, defeated of your Prey, 
1.5 te Dep that's burnt is Tuil, you ſtole away. 


= 2 Wherc'er we find it, we may take our owns. 
15 The Ping Was mine, dy 85 net king — 9 won; 5 


But 


30 Te Mosxs Vacantss;. 
Rut ſhe would never give me up the Prize, 
Nor vet the Truth of what J ſay denies. 

Or, 2 You ſing with her / who are at beſt but fit 

Te fouawl a wretched Ballad thro the Street : 
With mo your dare not ſing: A Match II make 
And boldly back my Wager with a Stake : 
Theſe Golden Beads with which myſelf I deck, 
Which in three Rounds hang pendant on my Neck: 
Do you fake aught of equal Value down, 

T he Neci/ace win, and wear it as your own, 
Ital. Of equal Value I can nothing boaſt, | 
At home a cunning Step-Dame rules the Roaſt, 
Who tell each Morn my Fiſh into my Tray. 

And to a Farthing counts the Profits of the Day : 
Yet this I'll pled? ge, to me of more Eſteem, 
Than any poliſh'd Gd, or ſparkling Gem, 
This Silver Thimble, this my Will ſhall prove 
The lateſt Token of my parting Love, 
Which Folimmy gave 'fore he laſt Voyage made, 
And which as yet was ne'er to Needle laid. 


Qu.. To match your Pledge this Silver Seal I lakes 


e I value for my Tommy's Sake, 


Who parting gave it, ſighing on my Breaſt, 
And which as yet was ne'er on Letter preſt. 

But haſte begin, nor thus the Time prolong : 

Let Auccarella judge of cither's Song. - 
MaccaxELLA. 5 


Sing then Laſſes, for the Coaſt is clear, 
And all is Peace, as much as can be here; 
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The Aar bels o'er, then let your Songs begin, 5 
And Il decide with Juſtice who ſhall win; 

By turns let each ſome tuneful Ditty chime ; 

* ou'll pleaſe the more, the more Fon . your 
; Rhime. _ 

Tr y m From Cupid, Ruler of the Gods above, 
My Song begins for all are ruPd by Love; 
To him the Care of Maids and Swains belongs, 

1 He hears their Pray'rs, and applauds their Songs, 

y. L lee no God, my Tommy me inſpires 

With as much Love, and with as happy Fires, 
Io him, tweet Youth, as ever cro{s'd the Sea, 
: To him, as due, my Songs ſhall ever be. 

Mel. My Jobnny taps my Neck in wanton Play, 

8 Then withing to be ſeen, he trips away. 5 

N. My T:mmy flies not, but upon my Knce, 

= Swears he ne'er ſaw a Maid ſo fair as m. 

WC fe This crooked Great, Tm fend my Swain to 7 

1 prove N 

_ My Heart | is bent, - Rhee this, to kim: and Love: 3 
Op}. But for my Sweet - Heart I this Ring defi; In nd, ” 

55 The trueſt Emblem of a faithful Mind : _ | 

"This Circle, bas no ending, this I ſend 
To tell my Love, my Paſſion ne'er ſhall End. | 

elf. How oft has mine in fondeſt rapture. ſwore, 8 

He never chang'd his Miſtreſs with his Shore: 

Gods, hear the Sound, and bleſs the conſtant Man: 
Shew ſuch another Sailor, if you can. 

Out. But mine with more blende willcourt, 

And Bin new Miſtreſſes at ev'ry Fort; 1 


And 
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F ond tho inconſtant, pleaſing tho' he's free; 
Yet none can keep the Rover's Heart but me. 


_ TI*«lf. J keep my Birth-day, from the Coaſt of Fance ; 


Sweet William come, and grace us with a Dance. 


Ort. Um with ſweet Milliani more in grace than ren * 
Io me he ſwore at 77 apping to be true: 


Hoiſting the Sails, when he on Deck did ſtand, 

Jo me adieu! he cry'd, and way'd his Hand. 

Wil A. If you can tell, ſay in what Foreign Land, 
The golden Oar lies ſparkling in the Sand; 

Where, as one River flows with comely Pride, 

| It bears the Wealth of Europe in its Tide. 5 
© Opt, Nay, tell me fir, on What rich Coaſts are 

„%% 

; Spices that breath their 3 Odours 3 . 
Where Nutmegs will their frag rant Scents diſpenſe | 

— And with ſweet Gales can raviſh ev'ry Senſe, 


' Mace. Hold! Hold! my Gitls, for I ſhall never tel! 5 


Wbwno ſings the beſt, when both can ſing ſo well, 


55 Both ever happy be, and all who prove 


5 By t turns the various 5 Sweets and Pains of Love, | ” 


— — 


5 te INVITATION. 


\C oth Simm to 8 and ſhew 4 him his Wi ie, 
dee Thomas, fee here, the Delight of my Life! 
Look on her again! Did your ever behold 

$6 Such Sweetneſs enſnrin'd in fo charming a Mold = 
For conjugal Virtue ſhe never had peer : 

” « To me all engaging, to others ſevere ! 


* 
„* 
| — 
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ce But then to enjoy her! good Gods! ſuch a Feaſt | 
« Were fit for a Monarch, or even a Prieſt. N 
Would ſhe but conſent, you ſhould ſip of the B 
1 his Man's my acquaintance; Sue grant him a Kiss. * 
Sue yielded, and Thomas accepted the Grace; 
Ihe Husband ſat by, and beheld the Embrace; 

0 erjoy'd that his Wife wou'd ſo far condeſcend 
As to Honour her Spouſe, by obliging his Friend. 

How ſuddenly Cupid can poiſon impart ! 75 
lt paſt thro' the lips, and tickled the Heart: 

They i d one another with mutual good will 

And Sim commended his Moiety Rik - 
Friend Themas, you' 'Il viſit your Neighbour again : : 
our Treatment will always be hearty ard phate, . 

+ From eleven till two [ am daily at Chang. 

At any Time elle, Sir, pray don't make it firange. 
Jam promis'd, the Bottle went once more about; 
nd then they moſt courteoully lighted him out. 

| Sue added her Compliment too ac the Door. 

« My Husband has mention'd the Time, Sit, before: 

From eleven till two he 1 is never at Home— 
2 1 hope, Sir, you l do us the Honour to come. 

The Vow was repeated; the Scnſe of my Promiſe | 
Was ſeen in the Eyes of beth Suſan and Thomas : 

: But Sinn was blinded with Love of the Dame — 

Tf Simon was cuckolded, who was to blame? N | 


aa 


Fo Far 


„ TieMozrs Vacanirss 


 TEAGUEs ORATION. 
| Rrah, dear Joy, fare all your F auſhes, 


T maake muſh Reverenſh to your Grauſhes, 

Fou ſheem to wonder--who you've got here; 
5 Teague” s own dear ſhelf the brave Bogz-Trotter. 55 85 

I've rid o' er Seas inteed on Foot, | | 


8 5 My Country's Honour to diſpute, 
And come by chance on that Deſign, 


My ſhelf alone with all the Nine. 
Think not my Iriſb Crambo cramp, 
Becauſe it wantſh your courtly Stamp. 
There's half the Muſhes now in Vogue, | 


| All Iriſh—but they lack the Brogue— _ 


We're charg'd by ſome, a Cenſure how ha rd, 


With Names of blund'rer, Sheat and Coward; 


| We're quite an other Sort of Fellowſh. 
LD Ficſt then, to ſecond my Aſhertion 
And clear my Country from Aſperſlon 


When, whatſhoc'er vile Rumour bellowiſh, 


; | Were from the Charge of Blunder freed, 
? 1 Upboo! we ſheldome write or read. 
Some Faultſh are found in wiſher Scullſh 


The Pope, luck bleſh him! has his bullſh. 3 : 
Then from Impoſhter too we're clear, 
| Becauſe we neer were yet ſinſneere. 


5 And how can Heat be that Man's due, 


Who ne'er pretended to be me? | : 5 
For cowardiſh and ſuch bravadoeſh = | 
In taking kickſh and baſhtinadoeſh, 3 

When 


1 
» 
; 
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. With which we're tax d the Charge muſt fall, 
© Good lack! we never fight at all. 
O.ur heroeſh that at Figgs's conteſht,— 
| Cut Noſhes only off in jeſht- 8 5 
Thus have I now diſplay'd my Sbence. 
And made in ſhort a long Deſenſhe. 
The 1b Orator, in Fame, 
Like that old Gree with the hard Name ; ; 
Die -mieſb tenes—1 think there's few know 
His chreeſtian Naame, no matter, you know. 
Tour Worſhips may perſheive Appollor h, 
Gocd Grauſhe has made me born a : Schollarſh. 
1 Inteed my Father (happleſs Lot) | 
Died fince before I was begot. 5 
And Bookſh to which I maake Pretenſions, 
I learn'd all by my own Invenſhionss 
My Grammar ſoon cou'd underſhtand, 
And knew that Demuh was my Hand. 
Next Proper Marrow Buſs did enter, 
Qucen Fanuſh and my Arſbe preſbent her. 1 
My Caſhe and Perſhon both cou'd ſheek, 
And write my own fair mark in Greet. 
I know my Letterſh all by Shite, 
Tho? I've by Naame forgot em quite. 
| Sheven Shience, does my Art exchell, 
Inteed but I ſheven Starſh can tell; 
Shome 'ſtronomy can half explain, by 
The three great Bears and Charles's Wane, 
Can tell when Year Biſſextile leaps, 
And when the Moon has got her Clypſe ; 


F+ Thaw 
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I 1 all Loſſophy in Part, 
Can ſhay mine Almanack by heart, 
And know within an Hour or two, 
What Clock is by it at firſht View. 


I'm fit at Verſhity for Fellowr 


To take Degreeſh— of ſome Bookſheller ; q 
Perhaps Prize-fighter, or high Stationſh, 
Where I may ſherve my own Relationſh. 
St. Patric{'s Beard ! if &er I riſhe Man, 
I'll make my Shifter ſhome Exciſhe-Man, 

I long to exerciſhe my Tallent, 

Laugh muſh, and dreſh like any Gallant, 
At ſheeking Vermant I'm the Oddeft, 
Arrah ] my Nation is ſo Modeſht! 8 


8 The moſht of us when we come hither 


Can get een Nothing, nor that neither; „ 

But e'er I'd beg my Bread for Money, 3 
My ſhelf wou'd dreſh the King's braave Honey. 
Ook! ſuch great Learning haave and ſtarve on : 
: Ay no Inteed. —T've done,—your Sharvant. 


Tie CARMAN's LOGICK. 


\ ILES Yate, as Lenin in his Cart be "oy 5 
e - pilfring Villains ſtole his Team aw aye 
Gil wakes and eries . Whats bere, 2 5 
5 bat! 
„ u \by How now, —Am I Cite: E or: my I not 2 


or, the Merry Mortal's Companion. 


| « If he, I've loſt ſix Geldings, to my Smart; 
If not—odds buddikens, I've found a Cart.“ 
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| Th CHESHIRE CHEESE. 


: A 8 beſbire-Man bd into d 


To trade for Merchandize, EE 


N hen he arrived from the Main, 


A e him eſpies : 


| w ho aid, you Engliſh Rogue, look here; 


What Fruits, and Spices fine. 


Our Land produces twice a Year: 


Thou haſt not ſuch i in thine, 


% Cleſhire-Man r ran to his hold 1 


And fetch'd a Cheſbire-Cheeſe; 


And ſaid, look here, you Dog, behold ! 5 


We have ſuch K ruits as s theſe. 


Y our Eni are ripe but twice a Yer; . 


As you yourſelf do ſay, 


But ſuch as I preſent you here, 


Our Land bring twice a ns. 
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2; The Covnray WepiIxG ; or, the lo Plough , 7 
os yoked to the 22 * . 


© L you that e'er taſted of Swatfall- _Hall Revr, 

4 Or ever cry'd Roaſtmeat for having been there, 

— To crown your good Cheer, pray except of a W 0 
Nou Harry and Betty have ſtruck up a Match, 
: : — * —_— __ down derry anon. 7 


5 As thing; may fan out which nobody wank gueſs 5 - 
So it happens that Harry ſhould fall in with * 3 YT 

7 May they prove to each other a mutual Relief ; ” 
5 T 0 their Sony of Carrots, 1 wiſh * em 4 much Beef, 


Ss She had 3 great Talent at roſtmeat and bold, 
And ſeldom it was that her Pudding was ſpoibd; . 
| Renown'd to for Dumpling, and Dripping- Pan $0, LT 
- At . a Dim Clout, and twirling a Mop. 1 


To Kitchen-ſtuff only 15 Thoughts did aſpire, - 
| Yet Wit ſhe'd enough to keep out of the Fire 
And tho? in ſome Things ſhe were ſhort of the F ox, 


N "Tis ſaid, the has twenty g ood Pounds in her Box. 


1 Moe we've told you the Bride's r rare e Deſert and Eftate, = 
Tis fit that the Bridegroom's good Parts we relate, 
As honeſt a Plough-Man as Cer held a Plough. 
” As N a Carter as C'er hat bi Gee-ho, 


; 80 lovingly he with kis Cattle ded ; 
That ſeldom A laſh for his * he di F need; 
W Len 


| 


1 # 
* 


15 Wich Induſtry be has collected the Pence, 75 
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55 : When a Man is ſo gentle and kind to his Horſe, 
= His Wite may ny that he'll not uſe her worſe. . 


In thirty good Pounds there's a great deal of Senſe ; 3 . 
And tho” he ſuſpected ne er was of a Plot | 
None yet in good Humour e cer call'd him a Sor, — 


For bicwis we badly mal!! meet with his Fellow, te 
His Beer was well hopt, clear, ſubſtantial, and mellow; — 
Hie brew 'd the good Liquor, ſhe ming d the good Cake, . 

And as they. have brew” d even ſo let e em n bake, „„ 


Vour Sheer he can i the 1 your old Cloaths © 


And both are ingenious at darning of Hoſe : 


_ As ey. make their own de, to pray let em go to t. 


| Then ſince he has gotten the length of her Foot, 


Bid the Laſs and i 1 to the merry bean Bow!, 
"Whilſt Raſhers of Bacon ſhall ſmoke on the Coal 
Then Roger and Bridget, and Ralin and Nan, : 

- Hit 'em 2 each on the Noſe, with the Hoſe, if ye can, 


; May her Wheel and bis a P be ſo happily ſped, 
With the beft in the Pariſh to Eold up their Head: 
May he load his own Waggon with Butter and Cheeſe, ; 
hilt ſhe rides to Market with Turkies and Geeſe. 


May he be A Chur >: Warden, a yet come to Church, 5 

Nor when in his Office, take on him too much: 
May ſhe meet due reſpect without Scolding or Strife, 
And lire 'o rink Tea with the Miniſter $ Wife. mn 
r 
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| Rejoice ye 1504 Fellows that love a good Bit, : 
To ſee thus united the Tap and the Spit; 


For as Bread is the Staff of Man's Life ſo you know | 
5 Good Drink ; is the Switch makes | it merrily 80. 


Tor WHITTLE LETTER. 
— G 0 O D Mr. 2 my Beard being Cloudy, 


pour done to one. 


Then q :ink to — Neighbourhood, Plenty, L and Peet; - 


5 That our Taxes may leſſen, and Weddings increaſe ; 
Let the high and the low, like good Subjects agree. = 
” Til the Courtiers for Shame ow! as honeſt as we. . 


1 85 Let conjugal La be the Pride of ck 3 OE 
Till true-hearted Maids have no cauſe to complain: 
To the Church pay her Dues, to his Majeſty 5 Honour, j 

| : And TIO and Rent to the Lord of the Manor. 


. _ 928 5 


— 


* Check, Chin, and Lips like Moon in 0 
= Tus „„ 


* want of « a 1 be. 


= 1 fend you a 5 if you'll be at Leiſure 
: To gr ind her and ſet her, and make her cut better, 


* L ven light my Pipe. 


Teas Sir, you know little, the caſe of poor Whittle 3 'L 
1 Ian courting, Tantever, if you will believe me, 


Pray Mark what 1 ſoy. 4 


* A Narth 838 Phraſe, expreſin "S a particular Fa. 


Im | 


ER 
* 
a 
« | 
þ s 


Ties without N with all Expedition, | 

- . Dau'll give it a Strike, 
Add fend it by Tm, hell pay you the Money, 
I'Il ſhave and loox bony, and go to my Honey, 5 
At ſnad as you like. 


ö If you do not you'l hip. me, my ; Sweet-Heart will — Pos 
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T'm frank in my Proffers, and when [ make Offers 
To * che ſweet Creature, my Lips cannot meet her, 
„ M Beard ſtops the May. 
You" ve heard my Condition, and now I petition 


me 


And if 1 ſhould ſmart for t. and break wy brave Heart 0 


for t, 5 
Ry you net to blame, 5 


: But if you 'll oblies me, as Gratitude guides me. 
5 Pl itil be your Serv ant obedient and fervent, 


e 1 Whittles * _ = 


W 


— 
— . 


Ne PRODIGY: Lax. 


„ HO Rhyme ſerves the Thought of f great Poets 90 


fetter, Ls 


8 b ſets off the Senſe of {mall Poets the” N 
When I've written in Proſe, J often have found, 
. That my Senſe, in a * of Wan was quite : 


drown'd. 


In V «rſs, as in Armies that march o'er he Plain, = 

The leaſt Man among them is ſeen without Pain, 
- This they owe to good Order, it muſt be allow d, 
Flſe Men thas are lte, are e loſt i in a Crowd. : 


wing war 
p . 5 - * 2 4 _— 
— — 1 — — —— mo : bs 
CO < Woe _ — — . — , * 
SG * 
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So much for Simile: Now to be brief, 
The following Lines come to tell you my Grief. 
Tis well I can write, for I ſcarcely can ſpeak, 


I'm fo plagued with my Teeth, which eternally ach 
When the Wind's in the 88 which 88 the 


South, 
For fear of the Cold, I can't open my Mouth: 
And you know to the Sex it muſt be a Heart- breaking, | 
To have any Diſtemper, that keeps them from ſpeaking. 
When firſt I was ſilent a Day, and a Night, 0 


| The Women were all i in a terrible Fright, 


Supplications to Fove, in an Inſtant, they make. 
« Avert the fad Portent--- a Woman not ſpeak ! 
Since Poets are Prophets and often have ſung, 


« The laſt Thing that dies in a Woman's her Tongue; 
N « 0 Jove, for what Crime is Sapphira thus cut? 
be, by her Breathing, her Tougue has diet 


firſt. 


«Ye Powers cæleſtial, tel] 3 what Cauſe 
Occaſions Dame Nature to break her bwn Laws! 
Did the Preacher live now, from his Text he muſt 


And own there was ſomething new under the Sun: 


« O Jove, for the future this Puniſhment ſpare, 


„ And all other Evils we'll willingly bear.” 0 
"Then they throng to my Houſe and my Maid they | 


beſeech. 


. To lay, if her Miſtreſs had quite loft her Speech. | 
: N. ell readily own'd, what they heard was too true, 
That To-Day , Was dumb, Five the Devil his Due ; 3 


And 
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And frankly confefs'd were it always the Caſe, 

No Servant cou'd e'er have a happier Place. 

When they found it was Fact, they began all to fear 
And, dreading Infection would. ſcarcely come near me ; 
Till a Neighbour of mine who was famous Fa ; 

ſpeeching, Gs : 

Bid them be of good Cheer, the Diſeaſe was not akin: 
And offer'd to prove, and from Author's gocd Store, 


| "hat the like Caſe with this, never happen'd before 3 


And if Ages to come ſhould reſemble the paſt, 

As twas the firſt Inſtance, it would be the laſt. 
| Yet againſt this Diſorder we all ought to ſtrive, 
lere I in her Caſe, I'd been buried ane; 
Were I one Moment filent, except in my Bed, 
My good natur'd Husband would ſwear I was dead. 

The next ſaid, her Tongue was 0 much in ber 5 


Pow'r. N 

She was ſullenly ſilent almoſt---half an hour: 4 
T hat to vex her good Man ſhe took this Way to teaſe f 
5 him, . 7 


But ſoon left it oft, when the found it ad leaſe him: 

And vow'd, for the future, ſhe'd make the Houſe *. 

For when ſhe was ; dumb, he did nothing but ſing. 

Quite tir'd with their talking, I held down my Head : 
So ſhe, who ſat next me, cry'd out, I was dead. 


They call'd for cold Water, to throw in my Face ; 5 


Give her Air, give her Air—and cut open her Lace. a 
Says good Neighbour Nevil, you're out of your Wits; 


She . to my Knowledge, has theſe ſullen Fits: 1 
G 2 „ 
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Let her Husband come in, and make one Step that's 
„„ ,.. - N N 
My Life for't, the e Woman will ſoon fuld her Tongue. 
_ You'll ſoon be convince'd---O'my Conſcience he's here- 

& Why, what's all this Rout !---Are you ſullen my 
LE . 

This ſtruck them all ſilent; which gave me fon 
And made them imagine they'd got my Diſcaſe. 

So they haſted away in a terrible Fright, 

And left me, in Silence, to paſs the long Night. 
Not the Women alone were ſcar'd at my Fate; 
Twas reckon'd of dreadfal Portent to the State. 

I hen the Governors heard it, they greatly were trou- 
JFC 

And whilſt I was ſilent, the ths + were all doubled - 

The Militia Drums beat a perpetual Alarm, 

To rouze up the Sons of the City to arm. 

A Story was rumour'd about, from“ Lambey, 
Of a powerful Fleet that was ſeen off at Sea, 
With Horror all lift to the terrible Tale, | 
The Barrifters tremble, the Judges grow Pale, 
To the Caftle the frighted Nobility fly, 
And the Council were ſummon'd, they could not BY 
„„ 5 

The Clergy, in Crouds, to the Ch; repair, 
And Ar mies, embattied, were ſeen in the Air. | 
Why they were in this Fright, I have lately been told 


. . it was lung by a Druid of old, 


* Af img; 115 and near Hide v. 


That 


That the Elunover Race to Great Britain ſhould come, 
And ſit on the Throne, till a Woman grew Dumb. 
As ſoon as this Prophecy reach'd the Pretender, 

He cry'd out, My Claim to the Crown T ſurrender. 


4 SONG for the NoNsENSICAL CLus, 


A” L whimſical People come hither, 
And chuſe a nonſenſical Strain; 

For who'd be a Wit in hot Weather, 

5 be by indanger the Lois of his Brain ? 


Tis Nonſenſe we ſins, and we deal i in, 
And generouſly dole it about, 


= And if common Senſe chance to ſteal | in, 
We kick the esel e Raſcal out. 


Wien Sealing h, nowithſtanding, 
Moreover, to Wit, furthermore, 
Sure never were Words ſo commanding . 


So ſweetly adapted before. 


Thus free from Reſtraint, on we rattle, 
_ Enflav'd by no Precepts nor Rules, 

| Whilf thoſe who in form Prittle Prattle, 

Are nothing but ſenſible F ools, 


Should N from 883 kind ſever, 
What Numbers muſt ftrait away run? 
The Beau pick his Teeth muſt for ever, 
The chatt'ring Coquet be undone. 5 
-— „„ The 
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| I'VE Bards would have little to write on, 
| The Lawyers have little to ſay, 


The Criticks would nought have to bite on, 
The Noncons not know how to pray; 


Peſidce, for a Plague Wit is ſent t' ye, 
Its Owners for ever are poor; EN 
Whilſt. Nonſenſe is veſted with Plenty, 

| Whereof you may ſee now therefore. 


— — N a 0 5 — — 


To Honeſt Harry, who married @ very 
ugly eld Maid. 5 


Ds Z ak, honeft, allant, 1 
What put it in thy Head to marry? 
Or, if thou could'ſt not help thy Fate 
Why did'it thou chuſe a monſtrous Mate : * 
What Man that wore his Ly es aright, 
Wou'd couple with her, in Day-Light ? 4 . 
She's ſuch a huddled, ill- made Thin oY 
Sure, Nature's Pow'rs lay lumbering = 
When ſhe was form'd : Upon my Life, 
Thou'ſt got the Devil of a IWife. 
Damnation's ſcarce a greater Curle, 
Than This, for better and for worſe. 
| Nay, be not angry----for no Muſe 
In Conſcience can thy Deed excuſe : 


And 
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And mine, inſtead of hearty Hailing, 
Can hardly be with-held from Railing. 

Who ever ſaw ſo wide a Mouth, 
Stretch'd, like the Poles, from North to South ? 5 
The Lips how thin ! the Teeth how black 
That fallow Sein / that Bow. bent Back / 
| Theſe hagged Eyes / this tow'ring N 
Breath, that outvies Beargarden, os! 
In Her, all Imperfections meet, 
And every one out ſtinks Fijh/?reet ! 
Phy, Harry, wert thou in thy Senſes ? 
But ttis i in vain to make Defences. 
Ha! nov, I think, by this Alliance, 


Thou biqd'ſt all Fealcuſy Defiance: 


And, whilft we Fools our Senſes pleaſe, 


Ly 0 Thou cur'ſt thy Ln 7 by a Diſeaſe. 


Others, with little Toil and Care, 
Addreſs, and doat upon the Fair : 
But Then, great Hero, durſt encounter 
Deformity it ſelf, and mount her, 
Like brave Saint George, thou lay'ſt thy Leg en 
The Top of this prodigious Dragon; 

And boldly brea't, 2dvent'rous Deed! 

The Barriers of her Maiden-Head, 5 
Now ſeep, my Friend, in full Content 
No Man will ſteal thy Punichment. 8 
Twou'd be a double Crime to break 
Thy Orchard, for thy Fruitag“ Sake. 
Zat, when old Age, or Sickneſe, uz: 
Arg 1 ruin many a goO Wy ry e, 


Thou, 
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Thou, to thy Comfort, may'ſt rejoice, 

To ſce the Wiſdom of thy Choice. 

As Nought can mend, ſo Nought by Force, 
Can make thy favorite Night-Picce worſe. 


— 


_ The Mrachaxr's Lane; or, , the Huſband 


pays for all 
From Chaucer, 


_ 2 — „„ 


HERE liv'd in Francs: as antient Stories tell, 
4 A wealthy ] Merchant skill'd in trading well; 
WI iſ he was deem'd by all whoſe Maxims hold F 
That he's no [Jeot who abounds in Gold. By 
This thrivins Merchant had an airy Bride, 
Who dearly lov'd th' expenſive Arts of Pride, 
She'd fr 5k abroad to Company and Play, 
Would dance all Night, and frolick all the Day. 
But ſharp's the End of ev'ry vain Defire, 
And rampant Wives will frugal Husbands tire, 
. J heir Fleatures fly like Shadows on 4 Wall, 
And woe to him whoſe Purſe muſt pay for all. 
Yet tho' the Husband of a well dreſt Wife, 
| Finds her a coſtly Article of Life, 
'Tis for his Credit, we muſt {till confeſs, | 
His Wife ſhould wear a faſhionable Dreſs ; 
Should make her Vilits in a modiſh Gown, 
And dance like other Ladies of the Town: 
For if the ſtingy Niggard grudge the Coſt, 

And thinks it all extravagantly loft, CT 


—_— cw * 
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A Friend may chance her private Debts to pay. 

And that for certain is a dang'rous Way. 

This Merchant's Houſe was ſtor'd with dainty Fare, 

And ev ry Table ſmil'd with Plenty there, 

From Day to Day his Gueſts unnumber'd came, 

Rich was the Treat, and beauteous was my Dame. 

That Men with buxom Wives ſhould thus regale 

Is wondrous odd—but I'll purſue my Tale. 
Among his Friends a Monk would oft appear, 

Freſh in the Vigour of his thirtieth Lear; 

The Man was form'd with ev'ry comely Grace, 

And had a brisk Aſſurance in his Face, 

His firſt Acquaintance was in early Days, 

And laſted downward from their youthful * 

Tas hence he took the Boldneſs to attend, 

And practisd all the Freedoms of a Friend; 3 

And ſince from out one native Town they came, 

le claim'd a Kindred with the Merchant's Name ; $ 

| Who proudly own'd it with a hearty Smile, 

And ſent him Greeting in the kindred Stile; 

Thus both were cas'd of ev'ry formal Strife, 

And leagu'd in Union to be Friends for Life. 

Free was Sir John, and by his bounteous Cate 

Soon gain'd the Love of ev'ry Servant there, 

The humbleſt Page in all the menial Band 

Shar'd the kind Favours of his gen'rous Hand; 

The Houſe was all in Raptures when he came, 

Y Bows from my Couſin, Courtſies from my Dame, 
an cv'ry one with glad Surprize would run, 


least d aa Bird to view the riſing Jun, | 
N R˙ͥ„ir̃ᷣ̃ - 
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It chanc'd the Merchant once a Journey made, 
When Bruges held an annual Mart of Trade, 


TT | But firſt he ſent Sir John a friendly Call, 


Jo take a Day's Diverfion at his Hall; 
And with himſelf, his Kindred, and his Wite, 
To ſpend in Mirth a jovial Hour of Life: 

Sir John receiv'd it with a ſecret Pride, 
And ſoon obtain'd the Abbot's Leave to ride, 

For 'twas his Office thro' the Greunds to range, 
To view the Barns, the Paſtures, and the Grange, 
He was the moſt commodious Stewart there, 

And all was manag'd by his prudent Care, 

Forth rode Sir ahn with Preſents half a Dozen, 

And who fo welcome as my Lady's Couſin ? 


| Hebroughta Tub of * Vernage for the Dame, 


And two long Days they had a jovial Game; 


_ Their Tide of Pleaſures flow'd the uſual Way, 


And all Day long *twas Gluttony and Play. 
But worldly Cares the deareſt Friends will part, 
5 And Buſineſs call'd our Tradeſman to the Mart, 


| He roſe betimes his Ledger Rolls to look, 


And fee how Matters ftood in ev'ry Book ; 
With painful Thought he ſumm'd up each Arrear, 
And ballanc'd all the Expences of the Year, 
What Debts were owing, and whole Bills were creſt, 
How vaſt his Gain, above the premier Colt ; 
| Thereall alone the long Account he made, 
And canvas d o'er r the yo Craft of Tn. 


* 7 rena Wine, 
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Sir I too ſtarted from his ſoft Repoſe, 
And waking early with the Morning roſe, 
And as he walk'd among the Garden Trees 
To take the Freſhneſs of the genial Breeze, 
Right up the Walk advanc'd his Couſin's Bride, 
Her infant Daughter waddling by her Side: 
Nor was ſhe of the prating Girl afraid, 
For ſhe was yet a little harmleſs Maid. 
Good morrow, Couſin, ſaid the courteous Dame, 
But why ſo early? You are ſure to blame. 
My Niece, faid he, five Hours in ev'ry Night 
Is Sleep enough for any ſingle Wight, 
For Men, whoſe Paſſions never aim to wed, 
With Eaſe are prompted to forſake their Bed, 
Tis your old married Drones who ſlumber there, 


And ſnore as ſoundly asſhuntedajHare. 


But what's the Matter that you look ſo pale? 

Come, ſpeak the Cauſe, and let me hear your Tale, 
For by this early Virgil that you keep, 

I gueſs ſome Frolick has diſturb'd your Sleep, 
Then in his Face his Paſſions briskly wrought, _ 
And ſhew'd his Mind was tickled with the Thought. 

Ah! Dear Sir John, my loving Coz, ſaid ſhe, 

And ſheok her Head, tis not fo gay with me, 

For I declare by him who gave me Life, 


3 Therc'snotin France a more abſtemious Wife, | 
I! ve Cauſe enough to rue my native Morn, 


And curſe the Hour that ever I was born, 
But with theſe Topics I muſt not be free, 
7 Nor dare I tell how Matters ſtand with ne, 
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Beneath my Troubles T ſhall ſurely bend, 


And bring myſelf to fome untimely End ; 
T every Day ſome new AMiCtion ſhare, 


And my poor Heart is fit to burſt with Cate. 
Sir Jahn beheld her with a deep Surprize, : 
And thus return'd—Let me for once adviſe, 


Oh! Heav'n forbid that ſuch a lovely Wife | 
For worldly Croſſes ſhould deſtroy her Liſe. 
Come then, my Niece, e all your Gric!, 
Tis ten to one, but I may bring Relief; ; 
And if my Aid your precious Life can ſave, 
I fwear devoutly Im 


your truſty Slave ; 
And you may ſafely on my Oath depend, 


: wy ne'er betray the Secrets of my Friend, 


The ſame to you, ſaid ſhe, I truly ſwear, 


Tho Men ſhou'd all my Limbs in Pieces tear, 
| Tho' I were certain to be rackt in Hell, ; 
Pull ne'er diſcloſe one Tittle that you tell, _ 
Nor Friends, nor Kindred, ſhall with all their Art, 
er wreſt the darling Secret from my Heart. 
When both the Parties thus had ſworn the fame; 


They kiſt like Friends, and then began my Dame. 
Were I where no officious Knave might hear, = 


And ſafe at Diſtance from a treach'rous Ear, 
I? e tel! a doleful Legend of my Life, 
Filbd with the Hardihips of a ſuff ring Wife: 
For tho my Husband from your Kindred ſhoot, ” 
His rotten Branch defames your genial Root. 
By all our Saints, quoth he, his filthy Tine 


W. cer 25 7 by x; ndred Blood to mine, 
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But I with Craft uſurp'd the ſpecious Name, 
| The mare to viſit you, my lovely Dame, 
For whom full oft I feel a tingling Smart, 
And whoſe ſweet Face is pictur'd in my Heart. 
Then now, my Love, diſmiſs your anxious F ear, 
And let me all the ſad Narration hear, 95 
Unfuld your Grievance, e'er his frightful Face 
Imperious comes, and drives you from the Place. 
Ah! Dear Sir John, reply'd the conſcious Dame, 
Fain would I hide a Husband's ſccret Shame, 1 
My Heart ſhould cover what my Lips untold, 
But ah! *twill burſt, nor can I longer Hold. 
My wicked Husband is the viieſt Man 
Y That c e er vex'd Woman ſince the World began, 
And tho”, it may be, ſhe's a naughty Wife, 
Wh tells the Secrets of her private Life, | 
_ AWife, they ſay, ſhould be a prudent Dame, 5 
And hr: gely careful of her Husband's Fame; 
Vet [of Husbands this Experience have, 
That mine's a worthleſs, mean, penurious Knare, 
You know we Women fix Delights purſue, 
And ”tis our Nature to demand our Due, 
A Man that's hold, rich, airy, wiſe and free, 
A man that's buxom, is the Spouſe for me. 
No I muit pay a Hundred Franks in Town, 
The Purchaſe of a rich embroider'd Gown, 
That for his Credit I with decent Pride, 
May dreſs next Sunday like a Merchant's Bride, 
But if I don't wipe off this large Arrear, 
The leaſt Neglect will coft me wondrous dear; 
5 Arg 
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And I'd chuſe rather to be ſtill unborn, = 
Than ftand expos'd to any Tradeſman's Scorn ; 
But if my Husband ſhould this Secret gain, 
I'm loſt for ever, and ſhall die with Pain. 
Then, good Sir John, lend me a hundred Franks, 
And I'll return them with a thouſand Thanks, 
III ſurely pay you with a ſpeedy Care, 
And grant you all the Favours that I dare, 
For if I fail you on th' appointed Time, 
May Heav'n in Anger then purſue the Crime, 
And Fate confound me with a dire Miſchance 


As ęreat as cer was Geniim's of France. 


Sir John was tickled with a ſecret Flame, 
And thus return'd his Anſwer to the Dame - 
© By all that's ſacred I devoutly fwear 
That ] for you a vaſt Affection bear, 8 
And now with Joy embrace the friendly Part, . 
Jo eaſe the Cares that vex your anxious Heart: 


For when your Husband is to Flanders gone, 


Depend upon't, your Buſineſs ſhall be done; 

Be ſure that you our mutual Oath uphold, 
And take this Kiſs in Earneſt of my God; 

Go, order Dinner to to be ready ſoon, 


Fer by my Dial *tisthe Hour of Noon. 


Away the ſcamper'd with a ſmiling Look, 
And iſſu'd forth her Orders to the Cook, 


: Then quick ſhe mounted to the Chamber F loor, 


And knoc'd full boldly at the Counter Door. 


5 Qui la? quoth he: Tis I am here, my Love, 


What mean you thus to fit and ſtarve above? 


Lord? 


. M6 
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Lord! when will all this long Account be made? 
The Duce confound theſe tedious Folks of Trade; 
Thy Wealth has proſper'd to a large Degree, 


And Mammon is a bounteous God to thee. 


Then let thy Bags in Peace a while remain, 
And plod no longer on theſe Works of Gain. 

For is it not a moſt unfriendly Crime | 
That poor Sir John goes faſting all this Time 5 
*Tis highly ſhameful he ſhould ſtarve and pine, 


Then prithee come, let's go to Maß, and dine. 
Dame, quoth the Merchant, thou'rt a fimple Wife, 
And unexperienc'd in a Tradeſman's Life, | 


Nor doſt thou know what dang'rous Slips are made, 
What mighty Hazards are ſuſtain d in Trade; 


For by the Shrine of our ador'd Saint foe, SE” J 


| Scarce ten in twenty make a Shift to thrive. 
A Tradeſman has a Warfare here below, 
And he muſt ever make a thriving Show ; 
Muſt bear the Outſide of a wealthy Man,” 

, And drive the World before him as he can; 

he ſure with Caution his Affairs to hide, 

Till Death approach, or till he Steps aſide. 
For thus 'tis needful in this worldly Strife 
To fail with Credit down the Stream of Life, 
A ſmall Experience will in Time perſuade 
That full of Dangers is the Chance of Trade, 


You know to Morrow at the Dawn of Day, 


That I to Bruges mutt purſue my Way, 
But Nl diſpatch me with a ſpeedy Care, 
Nor do I mean to play the the Rover there. 
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Now [ beſeech thee to regard thy Life, 
And ſhow the Prudence of a frugal Wife, 

Thou haſt enough in Conſcience for thy Store, 
Nor can a thrifty Houſewife ask for more; 
Thy Stock of Victuals will the Houſe uphold, _ 
T7 hy Cloaths are new, thy Pu rſe is lin'd with Gold! 1 

A Wiſe like thee can never ſay ſhe's poor : 


And at this Word he lock'd his Counter Door ; 


Then down he came, a Maſs was quickly ſaid, 
And all in haſte the Table-cloth was laid. 
The Board was fill'd with ev'ry dainty Thing, 
And gay Sir John was feaſted like a King. 

When Grace was faid, Sir John, with filent F ear, 

5 Thought on the Promiſe that he ow'd his Dear; 

Then took the Merchant to a private Place, : . 

And thus beſpoke him with an earneſt Face. 

I fee, dear Couſin, Things are order'd ſo 
That you to Bruges are reſolved to go, 

May Heav'n attend you with a fignal Care, 

And good Saint Auſtin be your Guardian there, 
But O my Friend, be thoughtful how you ride, 

o wiſely on, and Temp'rance be your Guide, 
And if there's any Thing by Day, by Night, 
And if *tisin my Pow'r or in my Might, 


Declare with Freedom what your Soul would have, 8 


And you at Pleaſure may comand your Slave. 
But e' re you go, this one Requeſt attend, 
And grant a fond Petition to your Friend, 


N 1 beg you'd lend me, for a diſtant Day, 


A hundred Franks, which I'm obliged to pay; 1 | 
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For certain Beaſts a Field of ours to ſtore: 

I wiſh with all my Heart 'twas yours, and more. 
But guard it cloſe fram any conſcious Sight, | 
And let your Hand be ſecret as the Night; 


= Soul my Heart this friendly Act revere, 


And all the Favours I've experienc'd here. 
Cor, quoth the Merchant, *tis a ſmall Requeſt, | 
My Purſe is open at my Friend's Beheſt 3 ” 
Nay all my Stores I gladly would unfold, 


- And vou as freely may command my Gold. 


Bat this your juſt Experience mult allow, 


© 2 Chat ready Rhino is the Trader's Plough ; 
| | For tho' with Credit we a while may borrow, 
And none who lends to Day, will ask to Morrow. . 


Let to be plain, I cannot think tis clever, 


10 let a courteous Tradeſman ſtay for ever : 


But, dear Sir Jahn, your own Convenience wit; ©. 
The Time's moſt proper that my Friend ſhall chuſe. 

. With that he told him out a hundred Franks, Re, 
Ile cring'd obſequious, and return'd his Thanks. 
Nor did a Soul this private Buſineſs hear, 

ut all was cloſe from ev'ry Eye and Ear. 


Then i in they came to drink, and chat, and play, 2 5 
And laugh'd and revell'd in the uſual Way: - 
Thus paſt the Evening, till returning home, 

Forth rode Sir Fobn n, and reach'd the Abby Dome. 
When Morning roſe, the Merchant croſt his Steed, 

And pac'd to Bruges with an earneſt Speed; 1 5 

4 In all his Acts he ſhew 'd A rune Care, ©: 

© And bargain'd cheap f for en Dealers Wee 
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. Nor revell d he in any Lady Vice, 


Nor gam'd with Bullies at the Box and Dice, 


. Nor broke th Allegiance that he ow'd his Wife, 


Nor was Sir John at all ſuſpected there: 


And had engag'd to pay a thouſand Pound; 


But wiſelv led an honeſt Tradeſman's Life. 
<A ew Days after gay Sir Jahn appear'd, 
| Freſh was his Look, and newly ſhav'd his Beard; 
Ihe Houte receiv'd him with their uſual Grace, 
And all were pleas'd to ſee his gen'rous Face. 
Hut now to lead ye with a drisker Gale, 
— And touch the ſov'reign Criſis of my Tale. 
Twas order'd fo, that by a crafty Game, 
<0 I golden Sum was paid the Merchant's Dame; 
N John regal'd it with this lovely Wife, 
And both my Couſins led a buxom Life; 
in he in Prudence ſaw his Hour to fart, 
: And ſo took Leave as uſual to depart: 
For all was manag d with a dext'rous e | 


Thence we'll behold him on his Journey home, 
0 Or leave him where his Fancy pleas'd to roam. F 
But now from Fair the punctual Merchant came. 

: And gallop'd home to banquet with his Dame; _ 
Full much be chatted o'er their plenteous Cheer, - ; 

The Mart was bad, and Things ſo won'drous dear, ET 
That he in a Recognizance was bound, | 


And now to Paris muſt he bend his Care; 
5 To ſue for Aid his rich Acquaintance there. * 
To Paris then this thrifty Merchant rode, 4 
And hap'd hi: ; Progek » to Sir Jobs 5 Abo, : 


vet 


And ſoon prepared him a luxurious Feaſt; 
The Merchant prattled with a chearful Air, 

And told him all his Buſineſs at the Fair; | 

Hut talk of Money ſtung Sir hn with no on 


And thus he anſwered in a flatt'ring Strain. 

I'm glad, dear Couſin, you're return'd in Health, | 
And were bleſt with any Hoard of Wealth, 
Did my lean Purſe in worldly Pelf abound, 

Ils d freely aid you with a thouſand Pound, = 
The Gold you lent me, I repay'd your Dane, e 
And ſhe by certain Tokens knows the _ 5 
But I muſt now important Calls attend, 5 
And urgent Buſineſs tears me from my F N 
Adieu may Fortune crown your proſp'rous Ls | 

Adicu] and greet me to your boauteous Wife. 


- 
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Yet not to him of craving Wants begun, 
Nor feign'd a Viſit to diſguiſe a Dun; | 
But made his Entrance in a gen'rous Way z Wo 

Like old Acquaintance to regale and play. 


Sir John with Rapture view'd his friendly Gueſt, 


The Merchant ſoon diſpatch'd his grand Affair, 


| And haſted homeward with a joyful Air, 
Fluſt'd with Succeſs, he found in ev' ry Part 
That a full Purſe procures the lighteſt Heart, 
Por Tradeſman like he gilded all his Pain, 
And knew the Coſt was nothing to the Gain. 


To meet her Spouſe advanc'd his lovely Dame, 


As 'twas her duteous Cuſtom when he came. 
In Scenes of Mirth they ſpent the welcome Day, 
And revell d in e of Play ; 3 


1 2 Fo: 


For ſure you ought in Prudence to have told, 


60 e Mesxs Vacanies, 
For be Was cuite 4 Stranger to the Spleen. 
The Smiles ct Fortune in his Looks were feen; 

He ſhar'd no pining Debtor's baleful Curſe, F 

Nor felt the Plagues that haunt an empty Purſe; 

So when they box'd about the jovial Cauſe, oy 
And weaty \lirth at laſt requir'd a Pauſe, 

The Merchant thus beſpoke his am'rous Dame, 

| And ſeem'd to kindle with an angry Flame. . 
I thought you'd been a more ingenuous Wite | 

Than thus to raiſe me ſuch a hateful Strite, 

To make my Couſin's friendly Love decline, 
And ſet his Heart at Variance ſo with mine. 


That he to you had firſt return'd my Gold. 
I gueſs that he ſome dark Reſentment took, 
And view'd Diſturbance in his cloudy Look. 
Then tell me, Dear, if any one there be 5 
* ho in my Abſence pays his Debts to ther 1 8 
Leſt I perhaps afſert a dang'rous in,, 4 
Tags wrong my Friend by tome injurious Aim, : 
She heard with Anger, and began to rave, 
1 I tell thee, Dear, Sir John's a ſcoundrel Knave, 
| For by th' immortal Pow'rs | thought tha: he 
Had made a Preſent of this Cold to me, 
And by a gen'rous Gratitude expreſt 
The juſt Requital of a welcome Gueſt, 
But if my Spouſe this ſmall Demand purſues, 5 
And claims from me the Payment of his Dues,  _ | - 
Come, take the Tribute of my youthful Charms, = i 
: And cancel al | thoſe Fayn ments in my Arms; 
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Y For hear me now the ſerious Truth unfold z 
That on my Habit I've beſtow'd your Gold. 
Believe me, Dcareſt, I regard your Fame, 
And fain would dreſs me like a Merchant's Dame 
Alx blooming Joys ſhall all theſe De ebts remove, | 
And Til be never in Arrears of Love, | 
Mi y Arms ſhall meet thee with a pleaſing Chear, 
Come, turn thee hither, and forgive thy Dear. 
1 The Merchant found it was in vain to chide, 
And feigning Kindnels, thus beſpoke his Bride, 
Since what is paſt we never can recall, 
Il ] wave the Payment, and forgive thee all; 
hut prithee Wife, theſe coſtly Airs with-hold, | 
And be no more fo laviſh of my Gold. 


— n . 


Thus ends my Tale; may F ortune crown our Lives 4 
1 1 With Wealth 1 for . and ſomething for our 55 


EE The ON FEATHER. 
TN Virgit + hired Vaal we + Gol; 
4 That Paſſion can depreſs or raiſe 
Eo The heavenly as the human Mind : 
e dare _ what Fog ſays : 7 
*.- But if uy ſhou'd; what « our RES Maſter 8 
| „ BH dhu laid down, my Tale ſhall prove. 
5 Fair F enus wept the fed Difaſrter 
Of having loſt her fav*rite Dove, - 
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5 In Complaiſance poor Cupid mourn'd; 
His Gif tclier'd his Mother's Pain; 


: He vou d he'd leave no Stone unturn'd, 


But ſhe ſhould have her Dov: again. 
Iho' none, faid he, ſhall yet be nam's, 
l knew tha Felon well enough : | 
But be the not, Mamma, condermn'd 
OP I” a fair and legal Proof. 
w 1 that, * longeſt Dart he took. 
X As Conſtab le wou'l take his Staff 
I That Gods defire like Ven to look. 
: WOW d make er 'n Her acittns | Lav gti, 
1 WF. 
ore s Subaltern, a duteous Bart, 
TT Like Watchmen round their Cl: fag 5 Lea: 
5 Each had his Lanthorn in his Hand: 
And Venus mask d vrought by the Rear, 
N II. 


. Accouter' 4 thus, their eager PR 


= Io Css Lodging they Girettel: : 


6 alas! and werp. 


T bat Cloe is of T heft uſpecied. * 
e „ Fi: 
= Late they ſet out, had far to 8 
St. Dun/tar's as they paſs d, ſtruck one. 
TT Chee for Reaſons good, You know. 


| Lives at the ſober End o th' Town, | 


IX; Wis | 
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| With one great Peal they rap the Door, 


Like Footmen on a Viſiting- -Day. 
Folks at her Houſe at ſuch an Hour): 
Lord? ; what will all the Neighbours 5 ſay? 
. 


The Pa is open 'd: up they run: 


Nor Prayers, nor Threats divert thcir Speed 
| 'Thizyes: Thieves! cries Suſan ; we're undone z 2 


. U ki 1 my VIIſtreſs in her Bed. 
1 


5 ta Bed cd the N y mph had be 


Three Hours : for all Hiſtorians far, 


5 She commoen!y went up at Ten, 


Valet Paget was in the W 125 
XII. 


PR Ste wal d. de "REY wah bange Sarprize, 


Oo Cupid, is this Right or Lav, 


Thus to diſturb the brighteſt Eyes, 


That e ever flept, ↄr ever Cow 3 
„ XIII. 


5 Have you obſerv d a ſitting OY 8 


Liſt'ning, and fearful of the Storm = 


7 Of Horns and Hounds, clap back her Er, 5 


Arad to * or leave her Form? 
8 


or bave you marks a Partrid ge quake, 5 


Viewing the tow'ring Fauleon nigh? 


the cuddles low behind the Brake: 


Nor wou d ſhe ſtay : nor dares the 5 


* | 
a bh ; by. N 
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9 


1 Then have you ſeen the beauteous Maid ; | 


When gazing on her Midnight Foes, 


She turn'd each Way her ſrighted Head, 
5 1 hen funk it deep beneath the Cloaths, . 


XVI. | 
is this while was in the Chamber 
eng for Suſan (aid, 


15 ; * ſmelt ſo ſtrong of Wind and Amber— : 


And St, ufan | is no Iying Maid. 
N 


5 But Gi ince we have no preſent Need 


Of Vert for an Epiſode; 


W ith Cupid let us e'en As; 


And thus to Cloe 8 the God: : 
| hs It. | 


Hold up your Head : hold up your Hand. 


Weu'd it were not my Lot to ſhes ye | 


: 1 his cruel Ait, wherein you ftand, 


Indicted by. the Name of Cloe; 5 5 5 


5 For chat by fecret Malice Si d, 


Or by an emuluus Pride invited, 


, Y ou have purloin'd the fav'rite Bird : 


In whi ich wy Mother mott delighted. - | 
x. 


f Her bluſhing Face the lovely Maid 


Rais'd juſt above the milk-white Sheet, | 


A Role-Tree i ina Lilly Bed, 


Nor Sous fo red, nor breat hes ſo ſweet. 
WS EP! - 
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XXI. 
Are you not he whom Virgins fear, 
And Widows court ? 15 not your Name 


| | Cupia? If ſo, pray come not near — 


Fair Malen, I'm the very fame. 95 

„ - -. Bar 
Then what have I, good Sir, to fay, 

Or do with her, you call your Mother! ? 


z bi I ſhou'd meet her in my Way, 


w e « hanlly court'ſy to each other. 
XXIII. 


FE ; Di ana Chaſte, and Ilebe bet, 


Vitneſs that what I ſpeak is true 
i wou'd not give my Paroquet = 
For all the Dzves that ever flew. 

1 . 


80 He I Yet, to cook this Midnight Noiſe, | 


| Go freely ſearch where-e'er you pleaſe : 

[The Rage that rais'd, adorn'd her V oice) 

* 232 yon” Toilet lie my Keys. 
„ . 8 
Her Keys he takes ; her Doors LE EX TO "© 


'Thro? Wardrobe, and thro? Cloſet bounces ; 


Peeps into ev'ry Cheſt and Box; 
: b urns all her F urbeloes and Flounces. FE 
e 
But Dive. depend on' vt, finds be none; ; 
Jo to the Bed returns again: 
and now the Maiden, bolder grown, 
Begins e treat him with Diſdain. 


1 bs 3 
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T mar\ 00 muc h, ſhe ſmiling ſaid, 
e e Poultry cannot yet be found : 
1 ies he in yonder Slipper dead, 
= Orr may be, in the Tea pot drown'd? . 
. XUE Td Hor 
5 T raytor, angry Love replies, 2 
4 - He's hid ſomewhere about your Breaſt ; 
N Place, nor God, nor Man Son, 


For nd Dove the anc Neſt. 
XXIX. 


8 Search then, ſhe aid, put in your Hand, 

f | Cynthia, dear nn guard: me 

= As guilty I, or free may ſtand, 

" 5 5 or , or reward me. 

1 But ah ! What Maid to hue can truſt ; 

He ſcorns, and breaks all legal Power : 

= Into her Breaſt his Hand he thruſt: 

And i in a Moment forc d it lower. 

5 ES: © © 

15 ©, whiter” do theſe N rove, 

CTrries Cloe, treacherous Urchin, whither ? s 
= 0 Venus | I ſhall find thy Deve, 

pu he; z for ſure [ touch his Feather. 


= 3 "_—_ 8 * — 


PHYLL!” 
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PHYLLIS's Age. 


He W old may Phyllis be, you ask, 
. Whoſe Beauty thus all Hearts engages ? 
To anſwer is no eaſy Task: | 
15 really Piles has two Ages. 


Stiff in Brocade, and brd in stays, 
Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on; 


All Day let Envy view her Face; * 
And Phyllis i is but twenty-one. 


Paint, Patches, Jewels laid aſide, 
At Night Aſtronomers agree, 


7 The Evening has the Day bely d; 


And Phyllis i is ſome F 3 J 


——_— 
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The BUTTON-HOLE. 


1 8 thro? the Street a Quaker chanc'd to paſs, 


He ſtopp'd a Trull, to treat her with a Glas. 5 


The grateful Wench preſented, in return, 
A warmer Gift than he could then diſcern : 
IT was not her Maiden-Head, the Brethren ſay; ; 
© But then, *cwas ſomething likelier far to ſtay. 
This cloſe Companion troubled ſore the Fr iend, 
And made him go for Counſel, in the End, 
| Your Caſe is deſperate, and beyond my Art, 
{The Serge 1 except 70 loſe the Part, 


3 The Mos Vacartes; : 
How! loſe a Member? cry'd the Friend, with Grief, 
You muſt ; or hope from Phyſic no Relief: 


Ta here's no compounding; 5 inſtantly ls 3 oe 85 


Or—{eriouſly prepare yourſelf to die. 

All I poſſeſs to fave it I would give; 
But ſince my Life's at Stake, I chuſe to live: 
So uſe me gently, and perform thy Work, 


He ſaid: The Surgeon did it with a Jerk. 


Prim view'd with Tears his amputated Scut, 
And noted well this Draw'r wherein 'twas put, 
The Friend went ev'ry Morning to be dreſt, 


And drew this Draw'r one Day above the reſt, 


When, lo! no leſs than fix, beſides his own.— 

He grinn'd, to think his Man was not alone; 
And drily ask'd, for what they all were * : 
The Surgeon anſwer's, like a true Adept, _ 


: A Dozen of them, ſhank'd and ſinely wrougk:t, 


8 W ill make a Sett of Buttons for my Coat. 
The Thought is good, and worthy of thy Trade, 


16, (Reply'd the Friend :) But &er thy Coat be made, : 
Wilt thou not get as many Female Ales, 
That © 1 Sues oy have yooyen e 


X — 


te | MERCHANT” 8 Tarr. 


From Chaucer, 


Turk led in Lmbardy, as Authors write, | 
4 In Days of old, a wiſe and worthy Knight, 


os of gentle Manners, as of gen'rous Race, 
Ele wich much Senſe „ more Riches, and i tome Grace, - 
: Yet 


or, the Merry Mortal's Companion. 
Vet led aſtray by Venus ſoft Delights, 
He ſcarce could Rule ſome idle Appetites: 


For long ago, let Prieſts ſay what they cou'd, 
Weak ſinful Laymen were but Fleſh and Blood. 


ut in due Time, when ſixty Year's were o'er, 


| Hevow'l to lead this vitious Life no more; 
Whether pure Holineſs inſpir'd his Mind, 

Or Dotage turn'd his Brain, is hard to find ; 

But his high Courage prick'd him forth to wed, 

And try the Pleaſures of a lawful Bed. 1 


[This was his nightly Dream, his daily Care, 
| And to the heav'nly Pow'rs his conftant Pray's "I 
Once, &er he dy'd, to taſte the bliſcful Liſe 
Of a kind Husband and a lovely Wife. 

| Each Nymph by turns his wav'ring Mind poſſeſt, 
And reign'd the ſhort-liv'd Tyrant of his Breaſt z 
| While Fancy pictur'd ev'ry lively Part, 


And each bright Image wander'd ver his Heart, 


This Lady's Charms the niceſt cou'd not blame, 98 


ü But vile Suſpicions had aſpers d her Fame; 


: | Phat was with Senſe, but not with Virtue, bleſt ; 


And one had Grace, that wanted all the reſt. 


Thus doubting long what Nymph he ſhould obey, 


He fix'd at laſt upon the youthful May, 


| Her F aults he knew not, Love is always blind, 


But ev'ry Charm revolv'd within his Mind : 
Her tender Age, her Form divinely fair, . 
Her eaſy Motion, her attractive Air, 

Her ſweet Behaviour, her enchanting Face, 
Her moving Sofinels, and majeſtic 8 race, 


69 


T be Gueſts appear in Order, fide by ſide, 
And plac'd in State, the Bridegroom and the Bride. 
The breathing Flute's ſoft Notes are heard around, - 
And the ſhrill Trumpets mix their Silver Sound ; 
The vaulted Roofs with echoing Muſic ring, N 
Thek touch the Vocal 5 + and thoſe the n 


Baceh us himſelf, the Nuptial Feſt to grace, 
($0 Poets fing) was preſent on the Place: 
And lovely Jenas, Goddeſs of Delight, 
Shook hizh her flaming Torch in open“ Sat, 


Pleas'd her beſt Servant wou'd his Courage try, 
2 No leſs in Wedlock, than in Liberty. 
ball many an Age old Hymen had not ſpy” 'd- 


Do kind a Bridezroom, or ſo bright a Bride. 
Ye Bards ; renown'd among the 9 Throng 


bor gentle Lay by and] 10y0us nuptial Song; 
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I paſs each previous-Settlement and Deed, 


"Too long for me to write, or you to read; 
Nor will with quaint Impertinence diſplay 


The Pomp, the Pageantry, the proud Array. 


Ihe Time approach'd, to Church the Parties went, 

At once with carnal and devout Intent: 

Forth came the Prieſt, and bade th' obedient Wife 
J. *-rah or Rebeccah lead her Life: 

Then pray'd the Pow'rs the fruitful Bed to bleſs, . 
And all made ſure enough with Holineſs. 


And now the Palace-Gates are open'd wide. | 5 5 


String. 


Ind danc'd around, and ſmil'd on ev'ry Knight : 


Think 


oo 
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Think not your ſofteſt Numbers can diſplay 
The matchleſs Glories of this bliſsful Day: 
The Joys are ſuch, as far tranſcend your Rage, ES. 
When tender Youth has wedded ſtooping Age. | 
The beauteous Dame fate ſmiling at the Board, 
And darted am'rous Glances at her Lord. 
Not Heſter's ſell, whoſe Charms the Hebrews ling, 
Fier look d fo lovely on her Perſian King: 
Bright as the riſing Sun, in Summer's Day, 
And freſh and blooming as the Month of May“ 
The joytul Knight ſurvey'd her by his Side, 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan Bride : 
Sill as his Mind revolv'd with vaſt D Delight 
I' entrancing Raptures of th approaching Night. 
Reftlets he ſate invoking ev'ry Pow'r, 
5 To ſpeed his Bliſe, and haſte the happy Hour. 
Alean time the vigorous Dancers beat the Ground, 
And Songs were ſung, and flowing Bowls went round, 
With od'rous Spices they perfum's the Place, 
And Mirth and Pleaſure ſhone in ev'ry Face. 
Dariian alone, of all the menial Train, 
dad in the midſt of Triumphs, ſigb'd for Pain; 
Damian alone, the Knight's obſequious Squire, 
Con ſum'd at Heart, and fed a ſecret Fire. 
Hi iovely Miſtreſs all his Soul poſſeſs'd, 
He look'd, he languiſh'd, and cou'd take n0 Reft : 
His task'd perform'd, he ſadly went his Way, 
Fell on his Bed, and loath'd the Light of Day: 


There let him lie; till his relenting Dame 


= Weep n her Tits, au. waſte in eq mn! Flame. 


The 
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5 Slcep fled his Eyes, and Peace forſook his Breaft ; 
The raging Flames that in his Boſom dwell, 
| He wanted Art to hide, and Means to tell. 


The weary Sun, as learned Poets write, 


Forſook th' Horizon, and roll'd down the Light; 
While glitt'ring Stars his abſent Bleams ſupply, 
And Nizht's dark Mantle overſpread the Sky ; 


Then rule the Gueſts ; and as the Time requir'd, 


Each paid his Thanks an d decently retit C“. 50 


The Foe once gone, our Knight prepar'd t undrek, 


So keen he was and eager to poſſeſs: 

ut firſt thought fit th' Aſſiſtance to receive, 

Which grave Phyſicians ſcruple not to on 3 

Satyrian near, with hot Eringo's ſtood, . 2 
Cantharidet, to fire the lazy Blood, | : 


v ng - 


{Whoſe Ute old Bards deſcribe in luſcious Rhy mes 
And Criticks learn'd explain to modern Times. | 


By this the Sheets were ſpread, the Bride undreſs „ 


, Room was ſprinkled, and the Bed was blels'd. . 9 


What next enſu'd beſeems not me to ſay; 


Tis ſung, he labour'd till the dawning Dar, 
Tben briskly ſprung from Bed, with Heart fo light, ) | 
As all were nothing he had done by Night, ns 


And ſipp'd his Cordial as he Gate upright : 


He kifſs'd his balmy Spouſe with wanton Play, 
And feebly ſung a luſty Roundelay : 
Then on the Couch his weary Limbs he caſt ; 
= F or every Labour mu ſt have Reſt at laſt. 


But anxious Cares the penſive Squire oppreſod, 
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Vet hoping Time the Occaſion might betray 

Compos'd a Sonnet to the lovely May; 

Which writ and folded with the niceſt Art, 

. He wrapp'd in Silk, and laid upon his Heart. 
When now the fourth revolving Day was run, 

( Twas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the Sun) 

Forth from her Chamber came the beauteous Bride: 

' The good old Knight mov'd flowly by her Side. 

| High Maſs was ſung; they feafted in the Hall; 


Ow" 9 yur 


The Servants round ſtood ready at their Call. 

The Squire alone was abfent from the Board, 
And much his Sickneſs griev'd his worthy Lord, 
who pray'd his Spouſe attended with her Train, 
| To viſit Damian, and divert his Pain, DO. 
' TH' obliging Dames obey'd with one Conſent; | 
„ They leſt the Hall, and to his Lodging went. 5 
The female Tribe ſurround him as he lay, 
And cloſe beſide him fate the gentle ay: 

Where, as ſhe try'd his Pulſe, he ſoftly drew 
As heaving Sigh, and caſt a mournful View; Vi 
| Tb ben gave his Bill, and brib'd the Pow'rs divine 
1 With ſecret Vows, to favour his Deben, 
Cho ſtudies now but diſcontented May © 
On her ſoft Couch uneaſily ſhe lay: 
The lumpiſh Husband ſnoar'd away the Night, 
} * [ill Coughs awak'd him near the Morning, Light, 
What then he did, Tl not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſelf in Heav'n or Hell: 
Honeſt and dull, * in nuptial Bed they lay, 88 
5 1 the Bell toll d, and all aroſe to 7 5 
5 N FE 2 
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Were it by forceful Deſtiny dec rec, 
Or did from Chance, or Nature's Pow'r proceed; 
Or that ſome Star, with Aſpect kind to love, 
Shed its ſelecteſt Influence from above 
Whatever was the Cauſe, the tender Dame 1 nl 

Felt the firſt Motions of an infant Flame ; — 

Receiv'd the Impreſſioas of the love. ſick Squire, 

And waſted in the loft infectious Fire, | 

Le fair, draw near, let 1lay's Example move -- 

Tour gentle Minds to pity thoſe who love! = | 

_ Had fome herce Tyrant in her Stead been found, 
The poor Adorer ſure had hang'd, or drown'd : 1 
| But ſhe, your Sex's Mirrour, free from Pride, | 
us much too meek to prove a Homicide, = 41 
But tomy Tale: Some Sages have deſign d 
Pleaſure the ſoy reign Bliſs of human Kind : 
Our Knight (who ſtudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe) 
Doeriv'd his high Philoſophy from thoſe : 
5 For, like a Prince, he bore the vaſt Expence 
Of laviſh Pomp and proud Magnificence : 
Illis Houſe was ſtately, his Retinue gay, 
Large was his Train, and gorgeous his Array. 
Illis ſpacious Garden, made to yield to none, 
Was compas'd round with Walks of ſolid Stone. 
Pull in the Centre of the flow'ry Ground,” - 

A cryſtal Fountain ſpread its Streams around : | 
About this Spring (if antient Fame ſay was) -- { 
The dapper Elves their Moon-light Sports purſue : 4 

Their pigmy King, and little fairy Queen, 
In circilng Dances gambol'd on the Green, 


While 
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While tuneful Sprites a merry Conſort made, 
And airy Muſic warbled thro' the Shade. 

Hither the noble Knight would oft repair, 
7 His Scene of Pleaſure, and peculiar Care) 
For this he held it dear, and always bore _ 
The ſilver Key that lock'd the Garden-Door, 
ro this ſweet Place in Summer's ſultry Heat, 


He us'd from Noiſe and Buſineſs to retreat ; 


And here in Dalliance ſpend the live-long Day, 


Folus cum fila with his ſprightly May. 
For whate'er Work was undiſcharged a-bed, 
The duteous Knight in this fair Garden ſped. 
But ah! what Mortal lives of Bliſs ſecure, 
How ſhort a Space our worldly Joys endure? 
O Fortune, fair, like all the treach'rous Kind, 


But faithleſs ſtill, and wav'ring as the Wind! 
O painted Monſter, form'd Mankind to cheat, 


With pleaſing Poiſon, and with ſoft Deceit! 


This rich, this am'rous, venerable Knight, 


| Amidſt his Eaſe, his Solace, and Delight, 
Struck blind by thee, reſigns his Days to Grief, 
And calls on Death, the Wretch's laſt Relief. 


The Rage of Jealouſy then ſeiz'd his Mind, 


: For much he fear'd the Faith of Woman- kind 


His Wife not ſuffered from his Side to ſtray 
Was Captive kept, he watch'd her Night and Day. 


Full oft in Tears did hapleſs May complain, 


And figh'd full oft; but ſigh'd and wept in vain, 


4 She look'd on Deion with a Lover's Eye, 
For oh, twas fix d; ſhe muſt Poſſeſs or dic 
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„Not less Impatience vex'd her am'rous N 
Wild with Delay, and burning with Deſire. 
Watch'd as ſhe was, yet could he not refrain N 
By ſecret Writing to diſcloſe his Painz I 
* The Dame by Signs reveal'd her kind Intent, : | 
Till both were conſcious what each other meant. | 
The Dame at laſt, by Diligence and Care, 4 
Plrocur'd the Key her Knight was wont to bearz 
She tgok the Wards in Wax before the Fire, 
And gave th' Impreſſion to the truſty Squire. 
By Means of this, ſome Wonder ſhall appear, 
- W hich in due Place and Seaſon you may hear. 
198 Wel ſung ſweet Ovid in the Days of yore, 
> What Slight is that, which Love will not explore : 7 
And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly ſhow 5 
The Feats true Lovers, when they liſt, can do: 
Tho! watch'd and captive, yet in Spite of all, 
They found the Art of Kiſſing thro' a Wall. 
But now no longer from our Tale to ſtray; ; 
It happ'd, that once upon a Summer's Day, 
Our rev'rend Knight was urg'd to am'rous Play : 
He rais'd his Spouſe, &er Matin-bell was rung, ET 
And thus his Aorning Canticle he ſung. 
Awake my Love, diſcloſe thy radiant Eres; 
| Ariſe, my Wiſe, my beauteous Lady, riſe! 
Hear how the Doves with penſive Notes complain, 5 
And in ſoft Murmurs tell the Tees their Pain 
The Winter's paſt; the Clouds and Tempeſts fly; 3 
The Sun adorns the F * and brightens all the Sky. 
„ Fair 


Art far the deareſt Solace of my Life; 
To die this Inſtant, than to loſe thy Love. 
When unendow'd, I took thee for my on, 


Ol as Jam, and now depriv'd of Sight, 


5 At firſt, the Love of Chriſt himſelf you gain; 
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Fair without Spot, whoſe ev'ry charming Part 
My Boſom wounds, and captivates my Heart; 
Come and in þ mutual Pleaſures let's engage, 
Joy of my Life, and comfort of my Age. 
This heard, to Damian ſtrait a Sign ſhe made, = 

Io haſte before; the gentle Squire obey „ 
Secret, and undeſcry'd, he took his Way, 
And ambuſh'd cloſe behind an Arbour lay. 
It was not long &er January came, 
And Hand i in Hand with him his lovely Dame; * 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, 
He turn'd the Key, and made the Gate ſecure. 
Here let us walk, he ſaid, obſerv'd by none, 
Conſcious of Pleaſures to the World unknown: 
So may my Soul have Joy, as as thou, my Wt 


And rather wou'd 1 chuſe, by Heav'n above, 
Reflect what Truth was in my Paſſion ſhown, = 


And fought no Treaſure but thy Heart alone. 


While thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, 
Nor Age, nor Blindneſs rob me of Delight. 
Fach other Loſs with Patience I can bear, 

The Loſs of thee i is what I only fear. 

Conſider then, my Lady, and my * ife, 

The ſolid Comforts of a virtuous Life: 


N 


9 T 3 | _ f : . . N 
Next, your own Honour undefil'd maintain; 


* 


Nlake ycur own Terms, and e' er to morrou's Sun 

Diſplays his Light, by Heav'n it ſhall be done. 

I ſeal the Contract with a holy Kiſs, e : 
And wil perform, by this—my Dear, and this... | 

| Have Comfort, Spouſe, nor think thy Lord unkind 5 „ 


12 5 (Weak was her Voice, as while ſhe ſpoke the crv'd:) |}. 
Hleav n knows, ( with that, a tender Sigh ſhe drew) | 5 
: I have a Soul to fave as well as you; = 
And, what no leſs you tv niy Charge commend, 
Ti My deareſt Honour will to Death deſcend. 
To you in holy Church I gave my Hand, 
And join'd my Heart in Wedlock's lacred Band : 
Yet after this if you diſtruſt my Care, 
Then hear, my Lord, and witneſs what I ſwear : 


And let me hence to Hell alive deſcend. 
Or die the Death I dread no leſs than Hell, 


Sow'd in a Sack, and plung'd into a Well: 
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And laſtly, that which ſure your Mind muſt move, 


My whole Eſtate ſhall gratify your Love: 


"tis Love, not Jealouſy that fires my Mind. f 


For when thy Charms my ſober Thoughts engage, . 
And join'd to them, my own unequal Age; 
Prom thy dear Side I have no Pow'r to part. 
Some ſecret Tranſports warm my melting Heart. 
For who that once poſſe(s'd thoſe heav'nly Charme, 
Cou'd live one Moment abſent from thy Arms. | 


He ceavg'd, and May with modeſt Grace replv'd ; 


Firft, may the yawning Earth her Boſom rend, 


F'er I my Fame by one lew'd Act diferace, 


Or once renounce the Honour of my Race. 


5 For 
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For know, Sir Knight, of gentle Blood I came, 
I loath a Whore, and ſtartle at the Name. 
But jealous Men on their own Crimes reflect, 
And learn from thence their Ladies to ſuſpect : 
_ Elie why theſe needleſs Cautions, Sir, to me? 
Theſe Doubts and Fears of Female Conſtancy ? 
This Chime ſtill rings in every Lady's Ear, 
The only Strain a Wite muſt hope to hear. 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, a ſidelong Glance ſhe caſt, 
Where Damian kneeling, worſhipp'd as ſhe paſt, 
She ſaw him watch the Motions of her =O 
And fingled out a Pear-tree planted nigh : 2 
I'was charg'd with Fruit that made godly Show, 
And hung with dangling Pears on ev'ry Bough. : 
Thither th' obſequious Squire addreſs'd his Pace, 
And climbing, in the Summit took his Place; 
The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 12 5 
Where let us leave them, and our Tale purſue. 
"Twas now the Seaſon when the glorious Sun 
His heav'nly Progreſs through the Twins had run. 
Clear was the Day, and Phebus riſing bright, £ 
Had ftreak'd the azure Firmament with Light? 
He pierc'd the glit'ring Clouds with golden Streams, 


And warm'd the Womb of Earth with genial Beams. 5 


The Fairies ſported on the Garden's Side, 
And, in the midſt, their Monarch and his Bride. 

So featly tripp'd the Light- foot Ladies round, 
The Knights ſo nimbly o'er the greenſword Bound, 35 
That ſcarce they bent the Flow'rs or touch'd the 3 
Stund. 1 | 


It fo befel, in that fair Morning-tide, — { 


The | 
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The Dances ended, all the fairy Tran 


Por Pinks and Daiſies ſearch the flow'ry Plain; 1 


While on a Bank reclin'd of rifing Green, Ny 
IThos with a Frown the King beſpoke his Gen: 
Is too apparent, argue what you can, . 
Ie Treachery you Women uſe to Man: 

A thouſand Authors have this Truth made out, 

And fad Experience leaves no Room for Doubt. 
_  Heav'n reft thy Spirit, noble Salomon, 

A wiſer Monarch never ſaw the Sun: 


Poor ſagely haſt thou ſaid; of all Mankind, 


* et one good Woman is not to be found. 


3 That i in my Preſence offers ſuch a Wrong. 


| One onlyjuſt, and righteous hope to End- 
Hut ſhould'ſt thou ſearch the ſpacious World arouud 25 


Tu hhus fays the King who knew your Wickedneſs z 
The Son of Sirach teſtifies no leſs. 

So may ſome Wildfire on your Bodies fall, 

Or ſome devouring Plague conſume you all; 
As well you View the Leacher in the 8 

And well this honourable Knight you ſee: 

But ſince he's blind and old, (a helpleſs Caſe) 
4 His Squire ſhall cuckold him before your Face. 
Now by my own dread Majeſty I ſwear, : 

And by this awful Sceptre which I bear, 
No impious Wretch ſhall *ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 


I will this Inftant undeceive the Knight, ED : 
And in the very AQ reſtore his Sight: OO EN 
And ſet the Strumpet here in open View, 1 | 


A Warning to theſe Ladies, and to you, 
And all the faithleſs Sex, for ever to be true. | 
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And will you ſo, reply d the Queen indeed ? 1 — 
Now, by my Mother's Soul, it is decreed, 
She ſhall not want an Anſwer at her Need. 
For her, and for her Daughters, I'll engage, 
And all the Sex in each ſucceeding Age: 
Art ſhall be theirs to varniſh an Offence, 
And fortify their Crimes with Confidence. 


| Nay, were they taken in a ſtrict Embrace, 
Seen with both Eyes, and pinion'd on the Place; 


All they ſhall need is to proteſt and Wet, 
| Breath a ſoft Sigh, and drop a tender Tear; 


Till their wiſe Husbands, gull'd by Arts like theſe, 

Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as Geeſe, —_ 
What tho' this ſtand'rous Jew this Solomon, HT 
| Calbd Women Fools, and knew full many a one ? 

The wiſer Wits of later Times declare, „ 

How conſtant, chaſte, and virtuous, Women are: 

| Witneſs the Martyrs, who reſign'd their Breath, 

Serene in Torments, unconcern'd in Death; 

And witneſs gext what Roman Authors tell, 
How Arria, Periia, and Lucretia fell. 

But fince the ſacred Leaves to all are free, 

And Meni interpret Texts, why ſhou'd not we? 
By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown, _ 
That Sov'reign Goodneſs dwells in him alone, * - 

Who only Is, and is but only One. ) 

But grant the worſt ; ſhall Women then be TY 

By ev'ry Word that Salomon has ſaid? = 
What tho' this King (as antient Story boaſts) | 

. ailt a fair Temple to the Lord of Hoſts : 
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He cexw'd at laſt his M: iker to adore, 


| 5 ee rs as NOIR for Rs or more. 
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Whoſe Reign indulgent God, fas holy wo, - 
Did but for David's righteous Sake permit; 
David the Monarch after Heav'ns own Mind, 

IE ho lov'd our Sex, and honoutr'd all our Kind. 
Well, I'm a Woman, and as ſuch muſt beak; 
Silence would ſwell me, and my Heart would break. 

Know then, I ſcorn your dull Authorities, 

Your idle Wits, and all their learned Lyes. 


By Heav'n, thoſe Authors are our Sex's Foes, 
| ” | Whom, in our Right, Imuft, and will oppoſe. - = 
| Nay, quoth the King, dear Madam, RE not wroth , = 3 


1 yield it up ; but fince I gave my Oath, 
That this much-injur'd Knight again ſhow's be; 3 
It muſt be done I am a King, faid be, 
And one, whoſe Faith has ever ſacred been. 
And fo has mine, (ſhe faid)—TI am a Queen; 3 
. Her Anſwer ſhe ſhall have, I undertake ; 5 
And thus an End of all Diſpute I make: 
Try when you Liſt; and you ſhall fad, my Lord, 
| I. is not in our Sex to break our Word. 
We leave them here in this heroic Strain, 


1 And to the Knight our Story turns again; 
Who in the Garden with his lovely May, 


: Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay: - 
This was his Song; © Oh kind and conſtant be, 
60. Canan and kind Til ever prove to d ther,” 1 
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Thus ſinging as he went, at laſt he drew, 1 
By eaſy Steps to where the Pear-tree grew: 
The longing Dame look'd up, and ſpy'd her Love 
Full fairly pearch'd among the Boughs above. 


She ſtopp'd and ſighing: O good Gods, ſhe cry d, 
What Pangs, what ſudden Shoots diſtend my Side 


Ohh for the tempting Fruit, ſo freſh, ſo green 1 
Help, for the Love of Heavy” ns immortal Queen | . 


Help, deareſt Lord, and ſave at once the Life 
Of thy poor Infant, and thy longing Wife! 
Sore ſigh'd the Knight to hear the Lady's Cry, 


But cou'd not climb, and had no Servant nigh: 

Old as he was, and void of Eye-ſight too, 

What cou'd, alas! the helpleſs Husband do? 
And muſt I languiſh then, ſhe ſaid, and __ 


yet view the lovely Fruit before my Eye? 


At leaſt, kind Sir, for Charity's ſweet Sake, . 


| Vouchſafe the Trunk between your Arms to take: 
Then from your Back I might aſcend the Tees; "22 


8 Do you but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 


8 With all my Soul, he thus reply'd again, 
Ig ſpend my deareſt Blood to eaſe thy Pain; 


Wich that, his Back againſt the Trunk he bent. 
 _ dhe ſeiz'd a Twig, and up the Tree ſhe went. 


Nou prove your Patience, gentle Ladies all! I = 
Nor let on me your heavy Anger fall: 
*Tis Truth I tell, tho' not in Phraſe refin'd ; 
; Tho' blunt my Tale, yet honeſt is my Mind. 
What Feats the I ady in the Tree might do, | 
1 Paſs, as Gambols never known to vou; 5 3 
| EE on > Dat - 


. With louder Clamours rend the yaulted Sky : 
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But ſure it was a merrier Fit, ſhe ſwore, 

Than in her Life ſhe ever felt before. 

In that nice Moment, lo! the wond'ring Knight 
| Look'd out, and ſtood reſtor'd to ſudden Sight. 
Strait on the Tree his eager Eyes he bent, 

8 As ane whoſe Thoughts were on his Spoule intent; ; 

5 But when he ſaw his Boſom-Wite ſo dreſs d, 1 

His Rage was ſuch as cannot be , 4 

Not frantic Mothers when their Infants die, | 


5 He cry d, he roar'd, he ſtorm'd, he tore his 1 5 | 


WE Death! Hell! and Furies] what doſt thou do there 
1 8 What ails my L ord ? the trembling Dame reply d, 
2 thought your Patience had been better try'd : 

e 1s this your Love, ungrateful and unkind, 


This my Reward, for h iving cur 'd the Blind? 7 
Why was T taught to make my Husband i lee, 


By ſtrugg.1 ing with a Man upon 4 eee: 


Did I, for this, the Pow'r of f VIagic move? 

| Unhappy W ife, whoſe Crime was too much Love! 
If this be ſtruggling, by this holy Light, 
= Tis ſtruggling with a Vengeance, quoth the Knight, 1 
So Heay'n preſerve the Sight it has reſtor'd, = 

5 As with theſe Eyes I plainly ſaw thee whor'd; 

Whor'd by my Slave—perfidious VWretch ! may Hell 
As ſurely ſeize thee, as I ſaw too well. . 
Guard me, good Angels! cry'd the tk May, -— 
Pray Heav' n, this Magic work the proper Way! 1 

.” Alas, my Love ! tis certain, could you ſee, | 

; You r ne'er had us 'd theſe Killing Words to me: 5 

80 


* % 
* 
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So help me Fate, as tis no perfect Sight, 


[1 But ſome faint Glimm'ring of a doubtful Light. 


What 1 have ſaid, (quoth he) I muſt maintain, 


For by th' immortal Pow rs it ſeem d too plain— —_ 
By all thoſe Pow'rs ſome F renzy ſeiz'd your Mind, 7 ö 
(Reply'd the Dame) are theſe the Thanks I find! 


b Wretch that I am, that e'er I was ſo kind! 


She ſaid ; a rifing Sigh ex preſs'd her Woe, 85 
The ready Tears apace began to low, 
And as they ſell, ſhe wip d from either Eye 
The Drops, (for Women, when they liſt, can cry.) 5 


The Knight was touch'd, and in his Looks appear " 4 


Sow of Remorſe, while t hus his Spoule he cher d. 
 Aadam, * "tis paſt, and my ſhort Anger „ 
Come down, and vex your tender Heart no more: 


| Excuſe me, Dear, if ought amiſs was ſaid, 


For, on my Soul, amends ſhall ſoon be made: 

Let my Repentance your Forgiveneſs draw, 

By Heav'n, I ſwore but what I thought I faw. _ 
Ah, my lov'd Lord ! 'twas much unkind ſhe cry'd 
On bare Suſpicion thus to treat your Bride. 


Baut til your Sight's eftabliſh'd, for a while, 
Imperfect Objects may your Senſe beguile. 


| Thus when from Sleep we firſt our Eyes diſplay, 
T The Balls are wounded with the piercing Ray, 


And dusky Vapours riſe, and intercept the Day. 
So juſt recov'ring from the Shades of Night, 
Your ſwimming Eyes are drunk with ſudden Light, 0 

1 Strange Phantoats dance around, and Skim before FE — 

ow Sight, 


— GD— ——— i co n 


I —— — — ——̃ — ——— 
or 


4 FS Py i 8 a — - - - - _ — = _ 
- TE. 8 MN = ** — _ - P - 4g N — - 
* » Y SY — 4 ry * » * 8 > — 1 
* — 4 W > * 9 * 
a 3 - * 0 > * Fo] 4 . * — — _ — —— — —— Þ a 
<4 E = | oY * F "= r ä 4 by > 2 : 4 5 * P Y = 122 e n 5 — 
5 N — —- Eo _—_ 6 * * — * * - 2 * . — * 5 — S = ; = * 4 p — 2 

7 - FI : nw a, „ A > "> x - g x * 5 ” 4 ＋ -——— 2 : — 2 22 

— © — FW... - . 5 — 2 : * - | O Ws — ay . * =_—_— - — — — 
P ” : * — - — — * . ” — — -—_ — . — — — Coen 

, 8 . 


1 
ET ON 


8 


—— 


— - * 
2 
T 1 ' 
7% 


i 86 . The Moszs Viale j 


Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too raſhly deem. 


With that, ſhe leap'd into her Lord's Embrace, 


OE ww ith well- diſembled Virtue in her Face. 
5 hugg'd her cloſe, and kiſg'd her o'er and O' er, 
8 Difturd' d with Doubts and Jealouſies no more: 

Both, pleas'd and bleſs" d. renew'd their mutual Vow:, 
| A fruitful Wife, and a believing Spouſe. 
Thus ends our Tale, whoſe Moral next to make, ” 

Let all wiſe Husbands hence Example take; 
| And pray, to crown the Pleaſure of their Lives, | 

1 be fo well deluded t by their Wives, Tn 


— 


bis Taylar. By Mr. MITCHELL, 


11 Imitation of Ca ro s Soliloguy. ; 


7 able by bim. 
Hunliy addreſvd 70 the Earl . STA: R, 


5 1 muſt be ſo—Taybhr, thou reaſon' ſt well! * 3 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this s fond Deſire 5 
* 1 


Fo Heav'n knows how ſeldom Things are what they ſeem! | 
Conſult you Reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find 
I was you were jealous, not your Wife unkind: 
Fave ne'er ſpoke Oracle more true than this, 
None judge fo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 


4 Dore FUL Dunes; or, 1 . Poet and 7 


8 The Author ſolus. Sitting in a thoughtful Poſture 1 
In his Hand a Taylors Bill, with an expoſtu- | 
latory Letter, Pen, Ink, and Pagers on the + 


or, the 1 Mortal Companion. „ 


= This earneſt Longing, to diſcharge thy Bill? 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, or inward Horror. 
O an Arreſt? Why ſhrinks the conſcious Soul 


Back on her ſelf, and ſtartles at a Bayliff ?. * 
The Fuftice of a Cauſe prevails within us; * 
Tis Honeſiy that points out better Days, 

And intimates ev'n Money to a Bard! 

Aloney thou pleaſing, anxious, dreadful Thought! 
Through what Variety of untry'd Life, 
Through what new Scenes and Changes muſt we paſs? 


1 wide, th' unbounded Proſpect lies before me 


But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs reſt upon it. 5 
Here will I hold. If a Macenas be, _ 
(And that there 1 is, Fame publiſhes abroad 


Theo Britiſp Realms) he muſt delight in Goodnefs; | 


And that which he delights in muſt be happy. 
But when ! or who ?—at preſent I'm in Need, 


2 And dun d for Debt— but this muſt bringRelief. V 
= (Taking his Pen in his Hana) 1 


. This 8 am 1 doubly TY My Pain or n : 
My Bane and Antidote are both before me, | 


_ This in a Moment claps me in a Geal ; 
But That informs me I ſhall yet be rich. 
The Muſe, ſecur'd by Inſpiration, files 
At ſight of Cate h poles, and defies a Mrit. 
Nobles may periſh, and the King himſelf 
. Submit to Fate, the very Realm be ruin d, 
But Bards ſhall flouriſh in immortal Y outh, — 


Vlnhurt amidft the Mhig and Tory Broils, 


Hs, Our civil Fury, and our torcign Wars, 8 
8 What 


bo ” 2 from a Were 2 Sr . 5 
| 1 8 —: who, upon having 2 * 4 


*  defired he onuld fend him all the 
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” What means this Heavinets that hangs upon me ? 7 
5 This Lethargy that creeps thro? all my vSenfes ? 


Nature, oppreſo'd and harraſs'd out with Care, 
Sinks down to Dulneb. —Let me drink a Bottle, 


That my awaken d Muſe may wing her F light, 
RNenew'd in all her Strength, and freſh with Life, 

An Off' ring fit for Stair. Let Guilt or Fear 

Diſturb Men's Reſt: Mitchell knows neither of em, 


0 Indiffe rent in his Choice to live or die, 
. If he, y=_ Lord! '  vouchlafe me not his F. avour. 


Farities he could find i in his 2 ravels.. 


: IT you, * DoQor, fav'd my Life, 85 
hy turns to bleſs, and Plague my Wik, . 
In Canſcience I'm oblig'd to do . 


Whatever i 18 enjoin'd by you : 
According then to your command 


That I ſhou'd ſearch the Weſtern-Land 
For curious Things of ev'ry Kind, 
And ſend you all that I could find, 
I've rav ag'd Air, Earth, Sea, and Caverns, 5 | 
. Men, Women, Children, Towns, and Taverns; 3 


. And greater Rarities can ſhew, . 


Than Greſpam's Children ever knew; 5 — 
Which Carrier Nucl ſhall bring you down, : 


De Next time © bis Waggon © comes to Town. 


Firſt, | 


or, the Merry Mortal's Companion. 8 


| Firſt, Sir, three Drops of that ſame Show'r 


Which Fove in Danae's Lap did pour; | | RS 


From Carthage brought the Sword Tl ſend 


. Which brought Queen Dida to her End; EY 


The Stone by which Gel:ah dy'd, 


Which cures the Head-Ach well phys; . 
The Snake-skin, which you may believe, 


The Devil caſt who tempted Eve ; 
A Fig-leaf Apron, *tis the ſame 

Which Adam wore to hide his Shame, 
hut now wants darning ; T've beſide. 
The Blow by which poor Abel dy'd; 

A Whetſtone worn exceeding ſmall | 

Time v5'd to whet his Scythe withal , 
The Pigeon ſtuft, which Naß ſent 8 
To tell him when the Waters went; 
A Ring I've got of Sampfon' s Hair, 


CD - The fame which Dalilah did wear; 
St. Dunſtan's Tongs, which Story ſhews 


Did pinch the Devil by the Noſe ! 
The very Shaft which all may ſee, 
That Cupid ſhot at Anthony; - 
And, what above the Reſt I prize, 
. Glance from Cleopatra's Eyes, 
Some Strains of Eloquence that hung 
In Raman Times on Tully's Tongue, 
Which long conceaPd and loft had lain | 


£ Tilt Cr found them out again: 


Then T ve, moſt curious to be ſeen, 
A Scorpion's Bite to cure the Spleen; 


90 The Muss Vacant! ; 


A Goad e rightly us'd, will —— 
A certain Remedy for Love; 
1 As Her cures Worms in Stomach bred, 


- T've Pills cure Maggots in the Head, 


| With the Receipt ſhews how to make em; . 
Jo you I leave the Time to take . 


Ty I've got a Rag of Phebus Shrine 


= Pee in the Bottom of a Mine; 
A Lawyer's Conſcience large and Fai air, 


Pit for a Judge himſelf to wear; 
With a Choice Neſtrum, fit to make 

An Oath a Catholick won't take. 
In a Thumb Vial you ſhall ſee 

— Cloſe-ſtopp'd ſome Drops of Honeſty, k 


8 Which after ſearching Kingdoms round 
5 At laſt were in a Cottage found ; 
e An Antidote, if ſuch there be, 


5 Againſt the Charms of Flattery. 

I han't collected any Care; ; . 
Of that there's Plenty ev'ry where; 
But, after wond'rous Labour ſpent, 


ys Pye got one Grain of rich Content. 


It is my With, as 'tis my Glory, 
To furniſh your Knick- Knackatory + 
1 I only beg, whene'er you ſnew em, 
| You'll tell your Friends to whom you owe em. = 
Which may your other Patients ae, 
| To do as has done yours, - _ „„ 
5 e Tou. Brac. 


mY 
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| The Willof Mr. Av, of Neu-England. 
'x = . my Jear Wie, my Joy and Life, 


I freely now do give her 
5 ö whole Eſtate, with all my Plate, 
Hheing juſt about to leave her. 


A Tub of Soap, a long Cart-Rope, 
A frying Pan and Kettle, 
An aſhen Pail, a thraſhing Flail 
A, | 120 Wedge and Beetle, 


T's wo Pl Ck, nine warden Pe: eas, 
4 -. A Dripping-Platter, 
* The Bed of Hay, on which I lay, _ 

| An old Sauce- Pan for Butter, OO 


: b A lietle Mag. a two o Quart Jug, 
= A Bottle full of Brandy, _ 
A looking Glaſs, to ſee your Face, 
You'll Ty it ”y wy. 


A N acket true, as ever flew, 
1 A Pound of Shot and Wallet, - 
A leather Saſh, my Calabaſh, 
My Powder-Horn and Bullet. 


5 An old Spec Blade, a . Spade, 
. A Hoe, a Rake, a Ladder, | - 
| A wooden Can, a Cloſe-ftool Pan, 
A Clyſter-Fipe and Bladder, 
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A a Hat, my old Ram-Cat, 
"A Yard and half of Linnen, 


A Pot of Greaſe, a woollen . 


x In order for your Spinning. 


5 A {mall-woth Comb, an en Broom. 
A Candleſtick and Hatchet, | 
26 A Coverlid ſtrip'd down with red, 

A Bag of Rags to porch it. 


ONE A dee Mae, 2 Tub of Fat. 
. A Book put out by Bun van, 
. Another Book by Robin Rook, 
Ho Skain or two of Spun-yarn, 


. An old black Muff, kids Garden Stat, 
A Quantityof Borrage, 
7. Some Devil's Weed, and Burdock- Seed, 

1 To ſeaſon Well your Porridge. 


A (chaſing Diſh, with one Galt F iſh, 

Tf I am not miſtaken, : 

Ala of Pork, a broken Fork, 
And half a Flitch of Bacon, 


| A ſpining Wheel, one Peck of Meal, 
A Knife without a Handle, . 
A rally Lamp, two Quarts of Samp, 
And half a Tallow Candle. 


* Then, gentle Dane, admit my y Flame, 


0 5 5 If you deny, alaſs I dye 


My Years are ſpun, my Days are e done, 


— 


4 * SweePER of New Haven' 5 Live-Letter 


5 Te 0 you I turn, for you I burn, - 


or, ile Merry Mortal '; Companion. 00: 


: : My Pouch and Pipes, two Oxen tripes, 


An oaken Diſh well carved ; 


: My little Dog, and ſpotted Hoe,” 


With two young Pigs juſt ſtarved 


This is my V Seines 1 have no more, 


| T heartily do give it, 


1 And lo I think to leave 7 8 


to Mr. Amr 5 Mido. 


aeg * to ou Hy, Sz 


You only can relieve me, 0 


If vou will but believe me. 


And grant me my Petition; 5 


* pre Condition, | 


Before the News, of your poor Spouſe, 


Had reached our New Haven, 


My dear Wife dy'd, who was my Bride, 


I Anno N ſeven, 


Eg 
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＋ hus being free, Let's both agree 
5 5 o 15:1 our Hands, for [ do 
5 dy aver a AV idower | | 

8 I: fitteſt for a Widow, 


You may be furc, "tis not your p. Wr 
I make this flowing Veric on, 

In theſe ſincoth Lays, T only Plaiic, 
T he Clories of your Perion. 


For the whole that.” was left to Met, * 
Ferre to me has granted, . 

In equal Store, Nay, I have more, 
V1 ac Matil ew 8 wanted, 


: No Teeth * tis trur vou 1a. to thew: 

The young think Teeth inviting, 
But Hill ly Youths ! I love thoſe Mouths | | 

= here there's 5 no Fear of biung. = 


. A leaky Ee that's s never dry. 
2 Theſe woful Times is hitting * 
- A wrinkled Face adds ſolemn Grace 
1 5 To Folks devout at © Meeting, | 


A 1 Brow, where Corn might. grow. 
5 Such fertile Soil is teen in't: 

1 A long hook'd Noſe, tho' ſcorn'd by Fo oes, 
For Spectacles © convenient. 8 


: * The Name 5 hs 3 I „ 


W 
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Thus to go on, I cou'd Pen down, pH 
Your Charms from Head to Foot, 


Set all your Glory, in Verſe before ye, 
But I ve no mind to 8 


Then haſt away, and make no Stay, 
: For ſoon as you come hither, _ | 
We'll eat and fleep, make Beds and ſweep, 
And talk and ſmoke together. 7 


But if, my Dear, I mul move there, 
Tord Cambridge ſtrait Ill ſet me, 
. To towze the Hay, on which you lay, 5 

EE wh adam vou will let me. 


Nzp Wa ARD 5 1% I 71 — 


: the 8 of God, the King of Kings, 
| Whoſe Glory fills the mi. zhty Space, 
Creator of all worldly Things, 


1 And giver of both Time and Place. 


T0 bim I do reſign my Breath, 
And! that immortal Soul he gave me; 
= * Sincvraly hoping, after Death, _ 

The | Merits of His Son will laye me. 


0 buryr not my peaceful Corple, 


3 in Crippizgate, were Diſcord d wells, 


And wrangling Parties jangle worſe, 
5 Tran Alley. Seo 40 5 97 gerda, 85 * „„ 
To 


| : May to = Wife and Children 3. 


EM De usts VaGARIES: 
0 good St. Pancras's holy Ground, 
1 dedicate my lifeleſs Clay, 


Till the laſt Trumpet's joyful Sound 
Shall raile me to eternal D _— 


- No wth” F il prepare ; ; 

Tuixt Sun and Sun, I only crave _ 
5 Hearſe and one black Coach, to bear 

| ** Wife and Children to my Grave. | 


MV Goode 5 Chattles, I defire, | 
May pay the honeſts Debts I owe ; J 
The Reſt (if any)! 1 eie 


MY Bleffing u unto och 12 give; * 
Le that ſuffice inſtead of Wealth: 
May grace attend them whilſt FEA live, 


. And Virtue ons eee their Health ! 1 


My Wife 1 do appoint the Sole 5 5 ) 


. Executrix of this my Will, 


5 ” A A pleaſint Fo for brighteſt Wi went down: 


55 And ſet mv Hand unto the 3 | 5 | Lp 
Ia hopes the Same ſhe will fulfil, nal 


The Merry 7 Moxanemy or, 22 4 5 
e 
7 H E N 200d King e emmy + wore the Brit | 


Crown, 5 
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or, the Merry Mortal's Companion. 97 

A Pun, a Quibble. a Conundrum quaint, 
Oft made a Biſhop of a Man no Saint. 
Smart Repartees paſs'd all for ſterling Coin. 

And Mit was then as unrefin'd as Vine. 

Ihe Kirg himſelf, fo reſt his merry Soul, 
Could crack his Tete nor would his Mirth controul ; 
But laught full hearty, if the 7g was keen, 


Nor could the Care of Kingdems give him Spleen. 
Thus ſtory tells——As he rode out one Day, 


c o chaſe the Stag, he loſt by Chance his Way: 
I be (aurtiers eager, ſcour the ſpacious Field, 
While duty there did unto Pleaſure yield. 
Along Ning Jemmy, with his uſual Grace, 
| Kepr ſtepping onward in a common Pace. 
Till near two C leon; he came, who work'd full hard, 5 


ledging a Cloſe, behind a Farmer's-Iurd. 


5 They ſpy d the Ring, and from his 1 Mien, 
Thought he ſome needy Northern Laird had been. 
Trend Men, (quo he) and then he made his Bow, 

Ken ye tohich Il. ay i the Nobles rode juſt now? + 
uh Buſineſs leads me unts our King James. 
I know him not, in troth (queth one - it ſeems : 
He only minds his Countrymen, while we 
Labour thus hard to furniſh out their Glee. „ 
ede on (quoth'tother) Man, you'll find him out, 
Surrounded by a gaudy Scottiſſß Rout: :. 
Fear not thy Fortune, Femrmy loves a 1 . 
und thou'rt ſome ſtarving Knight that wants a Bun. 
IVoel - fare Je, (quo the King) and 9 my ard, 
1e. et KU Paradter ge ts rear Prince offers : 5 


0 | hd 


85 Out ſtreach'd his Ræyal Limbs upon the Place, 


hut that good Prince ſnor'd loud as any Hind, 


. The Moszs vacanlrs; 

Aud Ie wat weed, it au gargs to his Far ; 1 

Ws then («oth Dic#) for once the Truth he'll hear, 
So fayiny, to a Grove that lay in ſight, _ 
On rode the Muang, and there thought fit to light ; | 


And ſlept full ſweetly on the verdant Graf ; 
No Policies of State diſturb'd his Mind, 


Until the Chaſe was o'er, a Stag was dead, 

= ** hen duty found a Place in Courtter's Heads: 

Nor had the Noble train long ſought their Lord, 
Fer faſt they found him on the gay Greenſibord. 


Ilaſty they then from reeking Courſers ſpring 
While with a Smile up roſe the jacund King, | 


My Lords (quo he) as yeu rid yonder by, 
Did ze not, hedging, twa auld carles 7 
| In Leather doublets clad---My Liege, we did 
(Quoth one). See then (ſaid he) them bither lead. 


5 Strait they obey'd, and as they dragg'd each Clown, 


Aas me (quoth Dick to Ralph) we're both undone, 
In Man we took for fame poor begging Knight, _ f 
the King's Grace. === * (08 F ith {pony Boſe ) you' e 
)) OL 
We ſhall be hat 7d. ---What will become of Sac 'z 
N She l pine to death! And ſo will Marg'ry too. 
Them at a Diſtance when the Monarch ſpy'd. 
tle took the W h ynard © ::5m his Martial fide : 


7 2 Bekind him on the Ground its Point he tay" d, 


As not much Car: ng to ſurvey the Blade. 


Low 


or, the Merry Mortal's ompanion. 99 
Low on their Knees the trembling Wretebes crawl, 
And Sweat for Fear their Heads ſhould lower Fall. 
ur Names (quoth Fermmy) in an angry Tone; 
Mines poor Dick AAine Ralph, « forry Clown = 
Thiel (quo the King) and gave their Necksa Neſs 
Fir Ralph, Sir Richard, ye may bath get up: 
a E- Vi Knights ye are, and o'my Sul I wen, 


Two eurer Knights in Scotland ne'er were ſcen. 
A loud Applauſe the fawning Croud expreſt, 
To ſee too Titles g0 to make one e feſt, 


Nets, the Ballad-Singer' 5 Lamentatim.. 
CY OT ev? ry Temper rural Scenes delight: 
4Y Begin, my Muſe, a lofty Landon Flight. 
Love, who invades the rural Nymps and SW zins, 
Do lefs a Tyrant in the City reigns; | 
All, more or leſs, his Pains or Pleaſures know, 
For what's too high for Love? or what's too wv f 
. Begin, my Muſe, IVarbletta's Woe rehearſe, 
Who oft' in Cadence clear has ſung thy Verſe. 
| 7Tarbletta—ſweeteſt of the Throng that cqualls 
1 Melodious Ballads at the End of Paul's 5 
She, whoſe Love: ſonnets with perſuaſive Strain, 
Cou'd Maids, 'ris ſaid, and Prentice- Boys detain ; 33 
Who every Ballad, every famous Song, | 
Cou'd ſing fo loudly--and yet ſing fo fone SR 
Alluring a wide gaping motley Band. 
__ Whilft in their Pockets div'd ſome hls Hand, 
No more her vocal Pow'r in publick tries, 
But N to a neighb ring Gin-Shop flies: 
O 2 There 
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T here . on a Runlet fits alone, 


And, blending Gin with Tears, thus makes her Mou: 1. 


© Gallnuay Tim, inveigling renegade, 
T he Bane of every fond believing Maid | ' 
Curs'd be the Day, when firſt I heard his Name, 


e kindre d Warvlers chaunt aloud his Fame; 


Curs'd be the Hour when firſt I faw his Face, 
80 {martly impudent, and void of Grace: 

Well remember it amidſt the T'hrong, 

How at firſt fight I faulter'd i in my Song 
Gaz'd-ſigh'd, and gaz'd and ev'ry r. one 

5 Practis d and level'd at his Ear alone. 


Quick he perceiv'd, and cain'd my blinder Side; EO 


Ki me, ſwore roundly, and as roundly ly'd. 
How my Heart leap'd his flatt'ring Words to mect, 


> When the Knave vow'd he'd wed me at the Fleet! 
Perſuaded—and I bought a Copper Ring, 1 
W ben be, falſe Wretch ! intended no ſuch Tung. : 


Like a Braſs-Shilling neatly ſilver'd A 
His Vows have paß d. but hs ſhall paſs n. no more; 
The Silver's worn away, and now, alas! 

His Perfidy appears more plain than Braſs. 


= Wicked O'erſeers defraud the wretched Poor; 


The Juſtice ſqueezes the ſtarv'd padding Whore: 
| Yet Overſeers and Juftices I ſee, 


Oh! Tom | are much---much honefter t than tes: | 


Think, Varls t, think, to raiſe thee half a Crow, | | 


How readily I pawrid my Sunday-Gown! 


Io thee in Bridewall: „for no . pent, 


vw hat Vietuals brought 1 4 what Noney | ant 15 
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Vet all that Money which I earn'd fo hare s 
I've know thee loſe upon a fing'e Card. 
| Releas'd I ſaw the fly to Brick-du/t Moll; 
Yet now return—and Tl forgive thee all : 
I could, I fear, be once again deceiv'd ; 
Again believe thee—2s I once believ'd. _ 
O Tim, return, forget to throw a Main; 5 
5 And burn thy Cards which a Lord's Purſe might drain. 


” Lords may be wicked at their Virtue's Coſt, 


Since Titles guard *em when their Virtue's 
Great Rogues may plunder a whole Commonweal; 


Bunt thou'dft be hang'd in Hemp, if thou ſhou'dit teal, 


To great Ones then thy Lewdneſs quite , 


And be thou honeſt, Tim, and only mine. 


Come quickly, come, upon my once lov'd Breaſt 
Repoſe thee—ſink within my Arms to reſt. 
If Cares oppreſs thee, I'Il divert my Love - 
| With Patient Gr:izel---And a Erixel prove. 8 
For thee all Day with open Throat Pll toil ; 
With thee at Night, well-pleas'd, divide the del 
For thee a ſpicy Hot- pot Ill prepare; . 
For thee a nice Sheep's-Head I'll dreſs with 8 
Will not theſe win thee? Add to theſe the Joy, 
; Which nightly ſhall our waking Hours employ. 
Hard- hearted Wretch ! in vain, in vain I fue, 


8 Rougher than Winds to a well- powder d Cue, : 


The Habit of thy Temper now appears; Eo 
Oh ! thou was nouriſh'd fure by Hockley Bears. 
Like burning Brandy my warm Boſom glows, - 


hilft thine i is like a wint'ry Paddle — 
8 | What 
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What, tho! in Ballads ſo much Skill I boaſt ! 
So long have reign'd Se, Giless fav'rite Tot! = 


5 bad Fiddlers have been often ply'd, 
As often all their hated Suits deny d! 


Nor Voice, nor Perſon for my Tom has Charms: 5 
And whilſt ungrateful he thus ſhuns my Arms, 
Frantic I make ſome airy Bulk my Bed, 


pos Where chilling Winds fiy whiſtling round my Head 


hilft lary muddy Channels bubbling eteep, 
Inviting (tho? in vain) my Eyes to ſleep. 
My chearleſs Eyes are ever waking found, 


When diſmal Watchmen walk their Midnight round : 


Or at their peaceful Stands ſecurely ſnore, = — 


8 While Robbers at their Elbows force a Door. 


* Tem, return: or quickly tell me where 
' may, with open Arms, approach my Dear. 85 
"Tall me, ye brighter Ny 'mphs of Paper: 
Saw you my perjur'd Varlet go this Way? 

5 Imbrewned Bunters of fam” d Mapping tell, 


Does he amidſt your winding Alleys dwell? 


Ye Maids where'er he ſtrays, his Courtſhip fhur:: 


| - Hear. -en believe -believing- be undone, - 


Cruelly thus of ev'ry Joy bereft, 


Loſt in my Quiet. and my Boſom tes; 
ouch are the ling'ring Sorrows of my! Mind, 
Lien in Geneva no Repoſe I find. 
No more ſhall love-ſick Ditties ſwell my Throat, 
Smut ſhall no more obtain a warbling Note; 


| In Paul's Church Vard PlI raiſe my Voice no more. 
She faid---and ns ſunk _ the F loor, 


3 
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The maudling Matrons cry'd---pray mark her Fall! 
308 re OY __ Love defend us al. | 


— 


. CONFESSION. 
0.14 Ramble, 2 Rake of true Catholick Hope, : 


With a Qualm of Contrition, one Morning was taken: 


(And Conſcience declaring 'twas high time to reckon). 
His ftepg to a Convent the Gallant addreſs'd, ms 

| To pour his Tranſgreſſions in Dominick's Breaſt z 

se rent his lac'd Ruffles, diſgrac'd his Toupee, : 

He broke his Cutteau, and he fell on his Knee; 5 
O Father! loſt Reſt to a Sinner reſtore; 

Ihbeſe Pieces are many, my Treſpaſſes more z 

Thus ſay ing, a Purſe from his Pocket he loos d; 
Which, ey'd by the Friar, this Anſwer produc d: 


Son, truſt our goad Mother, ſhe il ever confer 


pn, Indulgence on theſe ure indulgent to ber. 

Let indigent Mretches be ſcar'd for their Sculs ; 
Die Church has Remiſſi ton—whilft ya have P. Wales, 3 

hs The Gate of her mercy to all: is unbarr'd ” 
,- To all, Iuoen'd mean, who come duly prepar d.. 


A Shepherdeſs harmlets and young I betray d; 


1 found her, ah! wou'd J had left her a Maid: 
"ou as the Lambs, which ſhe watch'd on the | 


Common, 
l worn with this Þ arſe. ard 1 T2Ge ker a 2 W. oman. 


This 


Who rely'd on Salvation thro' F aith·—in the Pope, 
5 Having been to the Fair a little too true;, 
And borrow'd from God, to give Woman her due, 
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- This bought the Repentance, this bought the De- | 


light; 
5 Take, take, hay Father, the Fiend from my Sight, 
The Pater obey d, and took Charge of the oy : 
Fo Obedience vou know was a Branch of his Duty; F 

| So. Was Poverty too, yet,  aurum accepit z 


** hy ſure you don't think, his Intent was to keep it! 7 


But (left a bad Tale by its length be made worſe) 


= Ihe Friar well weighing the Caſe---of the Purſe : 
5 * fd not, faith he, any Cauſe for alarm; e 


15 You inſtructed the gnorant, where : was the Harm * * 
The Charms of a Widow my Soul did ſurprize; 


| Cnequal'd her Grief ; and unequal'd her Eyes; 1 


No ſecond Enjoyment ſhe'd ſworn to allow; 
| 1 kid off her Tears, and oh! cancell'd her Vow. 
Aer C harity, Son, had obliged you to this 3 4. 
| 7. comfort the Il :dow was fare not amiſt. . . 
; An Huguenot's Conſort fell next in my Snare; $-- 


By Force I ſubdu'd the untractable Fair: 


Her Husband intruded ; he fell in the Strife: . 
4 ſtrippꝰd her of Honour, and him of his Lit . 

a Piſb, let not juch Trifles your Mind incoammade; 
5 To take from an Heretick's giving to God. 


To a beautiful Nun, I my Flame did revea! 8 


She open'd her Heart, and ſhe open'd her Cell, 


dle open d- O Heavens! Damnation and Hell! : 0 


art, mark it in black, O ye facred Recorders, 
1 Ioar, bie with 4 Nun, ard not bei in Oraers! 


"4 4 2 2 ve CE ns 7 


That | 


. 5 —_— wh; mee n 
A 2 * * - rn *** 2 
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5 That one deadly Sin exceeds all the * Seven, * 
*Tis robbing the Church, and that's robbing of Heav' „ 

. that damnable Error which can't be forgiven. 25 a | 
Nor Vigil, nor Of ring can attone for the Evil; 


Down, down to Perdition, down, down to the Devil. 
Away crept the Gallant? away crept the Moni. 
This ſneak'd to his Porridge, and that to his Punk. 


« $ * . A 


 SwirT's Anſwer to a Friend, | obo a 


bim what were hs favour! te os eces 8 
Furniture. 


Tux Furniture that beſt doth plesſe 


St. Patrick's Dean, good Sir, are theſe; 


| The Knife and Fork, with which I eat, 1 
; And next the Pot that boils my Neat; * 
The next to be preferr'd, I think, 
Is the Glaſs i in which I drink; | 
| The Shelves on which my Books I 1 keep 5 
Add the Bed in which I ſleep ; 
An antique Elbow-Chair between, 


Big enough to hold the Dean; | 


And the Stove that gives delight. 

In the cold bleak Wintry-Night ; 
To theſe we add a Thing below, 
More for uſe reſerv'd than ſhow : | 
| Theſe are what the Dean do pleaſe, 

_ All ſuperfluous are but the, 


DE... A''nding to the leren cently Sins; in che Por Lin. 


e, SHOE-HEEL. 
In Imitation of the SPLENDID SHILLING:« 
LL fare the Miſcreant, who, to Miſchief prone, 

I In fatal Hour, by Star malignant rul'd, 

| 7 hs whole World's Crimes appropriating, firſt, 

| Tavented Styles, dire Structures! to oppoſe _ 

- And break the peaceful Courſe of Paſſengers 


In tural Fields. The Wretch, by Heav'n abandon'd, 
Had ſtudied long, and try'd ten thouſand Sins 
: Of blackeſt Dye, ere this curs'd Art was found, 


0 thoughtful Men eternally a Plague. 
This, whilom wandering by fair {ver's Stream, 


: Acroſs the Meads, unwary, I experienc d; 

[ne or, {wonderful to tell I) as ſtradling o'er 
A Log, that high above its Fellows raisd 
Its Head inglorious, ſudden ſlipp'd my Foot. 

And, from my Shoe, its Heel attendant fore's " 

Dieplorable! A Step of Danger full! E! 


So had it prov'd to my important Limbs, DE 

5 But that they're ſacred, as my Muſe, infpir'd _ 
With Thoughts of Virtue, and Killmorey's Houſe, 
Bleſꝰd Houſe were Plenty and Content abound; 


And he, young Peer, the Shame of hoary Years, 5 


And Standard of Nobility, vouchſafes 


Friendſhip to Bards. O long, long may he live 
_ His Country's Bi fling, and its Boaſt renown'd | 
+ This be my Morning and my Evening Prayer, 


Ot kim, maſt grateful Theme! 8 Though were 


5 dull, 


\ 3 


is 
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As from the Style, aſtonicd, erſt I fell, . 


1 et roſe unhurt—Such was the Care of Hear” + 
80 to be ſav'd, Tl ever have ſuch Thouglits, 


And to Killmorey conſecrate the Muſe. 
Happy the Day, that I the Danger rap d, 
7-xultins : Ev'n my Ancle is unſprain d! 


Only. like a lame Traveller, o'er the Fields, 
Darklino, I hopp'd. So Mulciber, of old, 
(as Fhmer, Sire of Verſe, majeſtick, ſing gs) 
Iimp'd as he walk'd: for, thrown by angry 2 
Sheer o'er the cryſtal Battlements of Heav' 15 . 
A Summer's Day he fell; and, in the Fall, 
Batter'd his Skull and Heel, on Lemnian Ground. 
8 This Vulcan was a God ! a Mortal II 
| - - - By Birth—But deathleſs, by the Muſe, confirm d! 2 N 
Z heaPd, by Sintbians He, fo was my Shoe, : 
u Killing ſivorth, at Jver much renown'd; 


E Cobler i in Chief to the laborious Swains! 


To him, great Man ! did ſoon a truſty Pars 


5 Fager t'oblige a Bard (for all Nomeſticks 
Of Lord Killmorey boaſt a Taſte refin'd) 
| Convey my Calches. He, well-skill'd in Art. 
In Minutes few, in perſect Union joined 
Tue ſever'd Parts. So whilom Auna ſpoke 
Diſcordant Kingdoms into laſting Peace. 


O may kind Pow'rs his pious Pains reward, 


And ſoon diſtorted Muſcles of his * Wife, 


+ Mrs. Killing forth 1 was deliver'd of a young Cobler 


the very Night after her Husband h iQ, mended the e g 
: Shoe. Loch Was the Wal of Fate: 


. 
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(Of which my broken Calches was a Type 
Prophetick,) be replac'd ' prodigious Chaſm 
In Female \Iould ! So yawn'd Rome's Forum wide, 
Till Curtius, noble Vouth; jump'd in, undaunted. 
But Killing ſworth, heroick Younger, forth 
From Orifice wide, difcontinuous, broke 
Promiſe of future Uſefulneſs to Men! 
Offspring immortal, of a deathleſs Sire, 
Oer rev'rend Criſpin's ſelf Superior fam'd ; 
ml + him, who, whiſtling, happy in his Sun, 
Eighth Harry, Royal Rambler, erſt obſery'd, 
Envious, aftoniſh'd ; and, ambitious won, ; 
Hy means of Shoe, by regal Force unheel'd," _ z 
To Friendſhip high. Such ſhou'd the Friendſhip be 5 
Ol Kings and Coblers. So great Harry Judg'd, 


5 And to a Cellar call'd his lov'd Compeer; : 
For Wine reveals and join the Hearts of Men. 


Social, they drank, and laugh'd, and talk'd, and uuns; 


Nor parted, till, in homely Hall, a Pot i EZ 


: Of nappy Ale, twice ten Years barrel'd ab, e 8 


Ny And Anno Domini with Rev'rence nam'd, 


Was quaff'd. But Joan, of Fellowſhip he 3 

Waking from Sleep, and grumbling, drove the Prince 

To Court, reluctant: Vet not ere join'd Hands 
Sanction'd the mutual Promile of true Love 

5 And . laſting, Soon to Court the Son 


| jj * p:. ity bis Namie 1s not crecordic is « our Chron? cles. 8 N 
Curieu may lee his Hiſtory at large in a little Treatile, Mn 25 


title 2 Toe H. far Hie King ana abe Cebier, adorn'd with . 
Pp -UTS. | % 


Of 
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Of Criſpin hied, a City Beau! to find 
His Harry Tudor ; not without Conſent, 
(Who wou'd have thought it?) of imperious Jaan = 


But Wives, ſometimes, . are chriſtianly diſpos dl? : 
Can Language tell the Cobler's vaſt Surprize, 


Terrors, Diſtraction, when in Royal Robes 
le found his Fellow? but diveſted ſoon 


Of Majefty and State, te Cellar rich, 
Tb' indulgent Prince the welcome Far? cite led, 8 


And drank him up to Sov'reignty of Soul! 

Fit Partner and Companion then confeſt! _ 

Mirth was renew 'd, and F riendſhip faſter bound, = 
Nor ſtop'd great Harry, till fair forty Marks, 


4 Huge Peaſion then! ! were ſettled on the * 


Ol gentle Crate. Example take, ye Kings; 
And wiſe!» chuic the Fav'rites of your Glace. 
Merit, like Air, is unconfin'd and free, 


| But moſt Stalls and humble Huts abounds. 
up | This weigtung well, I, more than mortal Bard, 


Have made a Friend of Killingeworth, = renown'd ! 8 
Ne'er may the Union of our Hearts be broke. 
Vain Fear! | while Iver nappy Ale affords: 3 


3 Sb Or various Wines Killmorey's Cellar ſtores. 


Aadſt thou, O Philips, Bard prodigious ! found 
9 A Taylor, dextrous as my Cabler, ne er 
Had * Verſe of thine the horrid Chaſm conſeſod 
Ot Gallivaskins ; at which Winds alternate 

5 Wich chilling Blaſts, tumultuous enter d! in. 


8 See the Splendid 8 El. ing 


Decent in Dreſs l ne'er : may my kathern Bao, 
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05 25 I read + thy live Deſcription, Tears 
8 Al; « hecks bedew ; and ot, IL curſe tic Limes, 
An Taſte of Men, who {:ticr'd the too! ung 
Ihr Woes fo ruefal! Hal I flvnrifh'd then, 
Mi Coat, my Shirt, bad freo1y gone tor n, 
5 | To pure haſe Gallicatein- four tor thee. | : 
: Long. very long, may Ith' Affliction "(cape ? 
And Caſh or Credit find t' appear Abroad, 


. Or ſelken Purſe, a ſplendid Shilling want. 
"Twice ten fair Pieces, Reſidue of Caſh 


By Zenerous Sir, on Fav'rite Bard beſtow a. 
7 . arich'd my Fob, and cheer d the grateful Muſe, 


hen whilom Kiilings wrth, with Art 1 ingenious, Of 
5 Doctor d my Shoe--- £7; wmer had ne'er {5 much.! F 
I Sterling Pound how rarc the P 1 Jer 8 Boaſt, 
In Tron Age 15 | | 
But ſtop, my Muſe thy Gong 18 dier re here; 
By Episode, umweary, hurried be. 
Joxous, T turn to hai! the Cobler's Art, 
And, in my Verſe, emblaze his proper Acts, | 
Nomentuous ! May I ne'er debaſe the Theme ! 
-O cou'd my Nluſe purſue th' Example bright! 
As well- beat Leather, ſtrong ſhau'd be my Senſe, 
And ſharp, as Awls, my Wit. His hempen Threads 
No ſurer ſtitch the Chaſms of broken Soles, N 
Than my Connexion, nervous, firm my Strains, 
And fit my Labours for eternal Uſe. 
But I, alas | at Diſtance far unskill'd, 
Copy the Pattern of great Killingsworth, 
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Unrivall'd Cobler | what Phyſician fam'd, 

Arbuthnat, Mead, or Sloan, with like Succeſs, 

Can cure the human Body, ſpent wth Toil, 

Or worn with Age? Well were it for the Town, 5 

Could ſt thou, St. Andre, of upſtarted Fame! 
Or thoa, ODorglas, diſlocated Bones N 


Köejoin, ſecure; or broken Limbs reſtore 


To priſtine Soundneſs; as ingenious He, 


Sudden and cheap, renews decrepid Shoes, 


Or ftops an Orifice with leathern Boots! 
Thou N --, vers'd in Rupturcs by Receipt, 
And deem'd a Doctor for thy Want of Skill, 
Why rid'ſt thou in gilt Chariot, while a-F oot 
Great Rillengsꝛborth, in Art and Virtue grey, 
Is doom'd, alas! to trudge it all in Rags? = 
Well for thy Church, that Wake and Hoadiy ard, 


E By his Example, and unerring Method, 


Cou'd cure the wourded Conſciences of Men, 
And heal the Souls of Sinners; 3 direful Calc! 


But, O how bleſs'd, how happy were the Realm, 
Did Stateſinen learn of Killing fwwerth to ", 


Preſerve the Peace, and hoard no ill- got Wealth! . 


But George's Reign, like old Saturnian Timez, 


. dcreens no malignant Mind, no Practice vile. 


bee, Killing fworth, no Subtlety, perver „ 
No Vanity, no Pride inflames. Thy Stall, 
Sweet Seat lis void of Envy, Cares, and Strife. 


. I here fitteſt thou, arm'd with . Lench, 2nd. 


Al, — 
TY. hithi in PIC! "ek won We - epthre on 25 hy deere 2 . 


80, 
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: So, in his Tub, Diogenes was wont 

Jo ſcorn the World, and feaſt on calm Content. s 
Why, O my Stars, was I not bred a Cobler ? 
: A Trade unfordid ! tricking Mortals, learn Dt, 


. To cobble Shocs, and let the World grow good. 


Fe Jobbers, Jews, and Brokers, O be taught 
Too deal upright, as Kulingsworth directs 
| By Pattern honeſt. Let Attorneys quit 
Their Pettifogging Arts, and leave Mankind 
To f now Nature, Equity's great Friend, 


]juſtice, and Law, and Peace, are beſt maintain d 


By Reaſon plain and pure. Theſe, ever found, 


No Cobbling Need; or few but Sages wiſe 


: Ps good Repair to keep the Commonweal. 
O Happineſs « of humble State and Rank! 
| Sweet Induſtry, the Child of ſacred Virtue! 


5 | How bleſs'd is Life, ſequeſter” d from the Town, 


+ Where one eternal Round of Hurry reigns. 


In humble Greatneſs Killingsworth grows old, 5 


5 Happy, and uleful to his Neighb' ring Swains, 


loyal Subject, and a Churchman true! 


ret both by Chance—for he's above Deſiz:: 5 


5 Afi ur'd that bold Enquiry might diſturb 
lis Halcyon Eaſe, and Primitive Repoſe. 
Whatever Miſchief happens on the Earth, 


| In his Aſylum, *midft his Tools invelopt, 
Safe, he remains, and unconcern'd, is bleſt ! 


Sso while rough Thunder rends the at ug Cloud, 2 
And dreadful Bolts their furious Forces waſte 


on tow! ring Fills, the humble Plain, fecure, 


- Shocks - 
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Mocks the loud Roar, and Heav'ns Artillery ſcapes. 
Wen to have my Choice (but ah! my Stars | 
Look with ill Aſpect, and deny my Wiſh,) 1 
Near Toer”s Stzcams, of Waters moſt Cares | * | 
A Reſidence Pd chuſe : beft boon of Heav'n! | 


Such Cobler's- Hall delectable appears, e | 
Rare Product of ingenious Skill and Toil 
Of Killing ſworth, Sire to the boaſted Man, Pn I 
Whom fain my Muſe wou'd imitate and praiſe, 
But me, alas, but me, an % | 
An humbler Houſe may pleaſe, A narrow Room 
May ſerve my Rank: But let me have it neat, 
And clean, ye Gods, tho? but one Chair, or Stool, 


Stand by th' Table---and let Sheets be ſavoury, 


And Landlady not fluttiſh, nor ſevere, : 
Then ſhou'd my Years, in grateful Circle, row! ; 
And fair ſhou'd be my Character and Fame, 
Fair as the new-falln Snow, or whiter Skin 


Of Curate's Daughter, Fane, an Hover Toaſt ! 


” Tho” to adorn my Head, no Bays ariſe, 


The peaceful Olive ſhou'd content my nd. 


. Oft wou'd I drown dull Thoughts in homely Ale 


Of Country Vicar. Oft with honeſt Swains, 
On quaint Expreffions and Conundrums keen, 
Ted whiff Tobacco, grateful fuming Herb. 
Twould do one good to ſee how I, ev'n L 


| Bred on Parnaſſus Summit, condeſcend, 


In Stall of Killingfworth, to low Chit-chat, 8 
And, greatly humble, finger Threads and Wax, 
And Aw], like one in Arts of Cobling skill'd! 
We God-like Minds * not abject State, 


1 


Nor Dryden, thee: no better Strains I'd court, 


5 Like Autumn Fruit, well- mellow'd, to the Earth, 
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| By Virtue bleſs'd; and are the more rever'd, 

The lefs tremendous we appear to Mortals. 

And, oh | how charmful there, with antient Times, 5 
Oft to converſe ! Thy Trumpet, Homer, now, 
Nov, Ovid's Lute, ſhou'd vary my Delight, 
| Thy Judgment Maro, and the ſterling Wit | 
Of Horace, favourite Bard] ſhou'd raiſe my Mind 5 
To Rapture. And, when modern Names invite, 

Buchanan, deathleſs Bard ! ſhou'd firſt engage 

My Reverence : Shakeſpeare, Spencer, Milton, next ; 
Nor Thee, harmonious Cowley, wou'd I flight, 


Nor better cou'd I find. Sometimes my ſelf, | 
y theſe inſpir'd, wou'd ſtring the gentle Lyre, 

: Perhaps awake the Trumpet, and ſublime 5 

5 My Strains, to Heav'n and to my Country due © 
Thus wou'd I live, prepar'd for all Events 
of Fortune, and for Change or Loſs of F riends ; 3 

For all below is vain, as Shadows fleet. 
And when my merry Vears and nyo; are gone, 
(For Piety itſelf cannot withſtand | 
Tb' Approach of wrinkled Age, and certain Dea.) 
d keep at Home, ſollicitous to drop 8 


My Kindred, and maternal Clay ! at Peace 
With Heav'n, my Conſcience, and Mankind, at once. 
| Yet would I die before my Senſes fall, 
Fer I grow irkſome to my ſelf and F riends, 

1 Without the Ceremony of a Prieſt, : 

Or Form of a Pian. Rather may 


My ſacred Bones depoſite in the Ile, 
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My Relatives invite to my Bed-ſide . 
_ Sage Killing ſworth, to witneſs how I lere ; 
The World by him deſpis'd ! 
| When unJer Turf or Stone my Corple i is laid, ©. 
(Both equal to me then I) I ſhall not care, 
Nor know, what Men ſay of my Works and me. 
Words are but Wind, in Latin or in Greek, 
Vet for the Satisfaction of the F ew, 
Who wiſh my Memory well, may what is ld 
Be good, tho' little: I'd have honeſt Fame, 


| However ſmall ! and let my lateſt Friends 


To Bards devoted; and a decent Tomb, 
Near * Philips, raiſe, with Epitaph deſerv d, 
And rank'd N the deathleſs Sons of Fa ame, 


The \ VICAR YT WAGGONER. 
- | Sunday's Converſation. 


H S to his Pariſh Waggoner, a Prieſt. 
His Soul's Reſentment zealouſly addreſs d— | 
« © How long, how long ſhall J beſeech in vain? 


55 5 00 How long of thy malignant Courſe complain 3 | 


Say what I can, thou with uplifted Hand,. 


« Wiltdrive thy Waggon thro” the Fourth Command. 


« O worſe than Jeu, or Infidel, 8 = 
Why, why, on Sunday's, doſt thou dare to work ! : 


55 H p' thou for Heav'n ?”—The Waggoner ſaid, Ay, 


If there”s no wicked Turnpike | in the Way. 


* The Monument of Mr. by Ph lips 1 in Wetminfer Athey. 
Ds * Tus 
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Ts — Turnpike! (enrag'd the holy Man reply'd) 

 & ”Tig full of Turnpikes, and of Thorns beſide, 
«© Yea, tis a narrow Path, a rugged Road Me 

Then, Sir, tis worſe than e'er my Cattle trod : - 
Better to keep the Way, that's beat and broad. 
1 tell Thee, Maggoner, the beaten Path, 
However eaſy, leads to certain Neath. 
I ne'er found that: but, Sir, what Tall's to pay ? $ 

„The Toll, (reply'd the Prizft) is ſaſt and pray. 

I cant afford to faft; I can't indeed---- 
Then you'll be damn'd, as ſure as there's a Creed, 

8 Ay, marry, rather than be fool'd by Prieſts 

* hy m ny dp a mo = e OW 


„„ . d 


Nev- Wearrny' s Py will 7 
Ince all Men muſt, return to Duft, . 
From which they firſt did ſpring: 


1 give my Gear, from Debts quite clear 
In Manner following. 


: But left hot Broil, nad endlek Toi, 
Bout my Effects ariſe; 
Half to my Sue, Half to my Prue, 
1 frankly here deviſe. | 


5 dy thrice ſoal'd Shoes; my Sande Hole, 
5 A Jacket made of Leather; 
| An old ftraw Bed that ſerv'd poor Ned, 
= Inbuiſt'r 7215 formy w eather, - 


„ . . 
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A Pottage Pot, my Grannum bought, 


Whilom of Neighbour Stitch; 


A great arm'd Chair, ſo ſoft with Hair, 


'T'wou'd ſuit a Lady' 5 Breech. 


My cxop-enr'd Dog, my bob- tail'd Hop 


A Pound of black Sheep's Wool; 


- An Ax and Saw, an old Jackdaw, 


” A crazy three legg'd Stool, 


A trundle Mop, a Mutton-Chop, | 


A Quart of Holland's Gin; 


Two Candleſticks, a Bunch of Leeks, 


A 7 made of Tin. 


Some Pitch and Tar, - an earthen Er, 


A Milk-Pail, Seive, and Platter; 


To Birchen Brooms to ſweep your Rooms; 3 


An antient Nutmeg: rater. | 


= A Knife nd Fork, ſome pickled Pork ; 


Wou'd tempt a very Few; 


| Al theſe I leave and frankly give 


_ Vato my Daughter Sue, 


| 5 The Fairy Tales, ſome Horſe-Shoe Nails, 


The Book of Common Prayer : 


A leathern Bag, a leaky Cag, 


Two Quarts of dead ſmall Beer. „5 


119 We Muss VAGARIES 


Some purging Pills to cure Kibe- Heels. 


Some rotten Wood, that's very good, 


In Winter Time to warm you. 


A Chrifning Can, a cloſe ſtool Pan, 


A Cupboard, Cock, and Cradle, | 


; An Oaken Staff, a louſy Calf, 
A long Sword, Lock and Ladle. 


5 Your Mother' $ Rive , that curſed Thing, 


2. wars me long fince, 
- Beſides the Reft, I gave the Prieſt, 
| It coſt me Eighteen Pence. 


8 A; rotten ; Cheeſe, a Pint of Na 


„ An old grey Mare with one Eye; 5 
N 1 Some Barley Bread, ſome Muſtard Seed, : 


And fifteen Pence i in Money. 


| Now to OT 75 ON a8 « Ire beſtow'd, 


My whole Eſtate among you, 4 
1 Daughters dear, always take care, 


Tour Neighbours never n. you. 8 


i Be 2 90 kind, and of one Mind, 


„ nought but Goodneſs vie; 
: Regard, your Dad ſpoke this when bad, 
5 And juſt about to die. 


E. 27. 


4 . ** 
8 * 
; P 
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The great Sin of eating Eggs and Bacon. 


A French Gentleman dining with ſome Company 
on a Faj}-Day, call'd for ſome Bacon and Eggs. 
The reſt were very angry, and reprov'd bim 
for ſo heinous a Sin: Whereupon he writ the 
following Lines extempore. 


P EUT on crore avec bon ſens 


Du un lardon le mit en colere; 1 


Ou, que manager un harang 
Cet un ſecret pour luy Plaire: 9 

En ja gloire envelope | 

i N Pl bien de nos Jeu 1 


bs Engliſh by Dean Swirr. = 


7 H 0 can believe, with common Senſe, | 
5 A Bacon-ſlice gives God Offence! 
7 8 how a Herring hath a Charm 
Almighty Anger to diſarm „ 
Wrapt up in Majeſty divine, - — 
Does he regard on what we dine? | 7 | 


D Drocdtes To OBY ; or 7 | ack Way round 8 
man, the ſhorteſt Way | home. 5 


8 Sir Toby reel'd home, wh his Skin full of Wine, : 
To his Houſe in the Sons, | from his F riends at 
| | the I . 


ne 


138 


Get home! quoth the Knight: why, this never can do? 


| The Sot's Mathematicks at high did prevail, 


: 
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le ſnuff'd the freſh Air, and his Noddle turn'd round ; 
He flagger'd---but gain'd not an Inch of his Ground. 


Tf for one Step gain'd forward, I backward reel two 5 * 
In return to the Vine. So, as one may — 
Sir Toby intended to follow his Noſe. 


| But this retrogade Knight nel er alter'd his Pace, 


And gaining Ground back warde, found out — right | 
place : — 


Oo And wy my _— ue 55 W of his Tail. 8 


4 . 1 Strke for a Wire, 1 
4 SONG. 


N G1 went to my Ta . 

| Who's ſweeter than Roſes in May, 
But when I got to her, by Fave, 

. Xx he Dey la W ord could I * 


I; walk'd v ich 5 into ds 3 | 

There fully refolved to woo her, 
But may I ne'er be worth a F arthing, 

. Fo of Love I ſaid any thing to her. 


1 But Lask'd hs 15 way was ; the Wind, 
Por I thought on ſome talk I muſtenter, 5 
b Why, Sir, (ſhe made Anſwer and grinn d) 


- Have 7=. ſent all yo Wits for A Venture! ? 1 
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That I look'd like a Fool you'll allow, 0 
As often I have done before, 
But, meaning my Courage to _ 
[—look'd like a F ol once more. 


F oreſe'd her Hand cloſe to my Breaſt, 
Then my Heart was as light as a F eather ; 'E 


Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, 
But, Madam, tis mighty fine Weather. 


| Toa an Aiden I 1 Jid attend, | 
Then ſhe ask'd me to fit me down by her, 
: But [ crept to the furthermoſt End, 

For I was afraid to come 1 her. 


1 The Devil was in me, tis is plain, oy 


| For wanting ſome thing to amuſe me, 
; Inflead of revealing my Pain, 
1 unluckily humm'd out. Exe uſe 1 me. 


Mes I follow'd * indo the Houle, 
And vow'd, I my Fortune wou'd try, 


| But there was I mute as a Mouſe ; 
Oh! what a dull Booby was I? 
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.Th "Is A Y L 0 R Triamphant. 
4 SO N G. 


F all the Profeſſions that are in the City . 
Which in Ballads have ons eicher 1 4 Ct 


= 
The beſt, Iam certain, a 8 8 ; can fit 8 


Iich No. ba can den, . 
8 All other Profeſſions to ruin are prone, 
: Excepting the Gentleman Taylor's alone, 


To be out at the Elbows, he n never was known ! 


115 II huch Ae. boch &c. 
: When f fad Re the Sa hath oppreft, | 


Amid ſt the Confuſion the Taylor lives bleſt, 
= Fo or his Coat he c can turn, to the Side he likes bed. 


oh is each Times when Fe & 8 wait to trapany 
The Taylor give Trouble to No-body can, | 
For No- body fears the ninth Part of a Man. 


How hoppy might e ey ry „ Man be with his Lot, 1 
Wou'd he mind the Example the Taylor had tauglit, 5 
_ According to cloath, for to cut out His Coat. 


Over too many People their Faults have command, 
And who tries to amend em, may be at a ſtand, 
5 But a Taylor is urn on the mending Hand. 


3s Wigs are hated by T: ries, -and envied to boot, 
In praiſe of a Tory a Whig Sir is mute, 
_ While a N both hides 04 the Vellon doth far, 


er, the Merry Mortal 4. Companies. 12 * 


« Jur Lives are but Span but the Taylor hath far 4 
Much better than us—and indeed twou'd be hard 
If his Life was not longeſt—who lives by the Tard. 


X Lawyer will ſtretch out your Suit by Degrees 
An immoderate length, for the ſake of his Fees, 
But a 9 will clip it--as ſhort as you pleaſe. 


1 pich N can —— 


* — 


: Th bo ; Pony Dim, or a+ Quality Me 5 Bring, 


” rare Receipt, nts ſe aldi, 7 new, 
Jo mae a I of F rench Kagan, 


| By the D— of N>—£©——*s Cook | 


5 u ST aſter you” ve din'd, take a D im, that i is large 
9 And into't, what you have juſt eaten, diſcharge, | 

- Then, get all the reſt, that are at the Table, 

To ſpew in the ſame, as long as they're able 


e Let em ſtrain very hard till all is brought up: 


For, the more Spew there is, the better the Soop. 
Break the Lumps undigeſted, and thick clotted Stuff: 
Strain all thro' a Hankenchief ſnotty with Snuff. | 

Add a Pint, or a Quart of tough, yellow Phlegm, - 

From a Cough, that is rotten, hauk'd up with a- hem 


1 hen, a Pint of ſtrong Liquor, from very fore Legs, - , 
| Beat up, ina Diſh, with a few rotten Eggs, YE 
S teu theſe in a Bed-Pan, juſt warm from a Bum; . 


: And tir it about, w Fith your Finger and Thumb. 


. 1 9 4 24 
bens 11 "233% 
» ** _ 
* 7 . 
- 
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Then, to this Necoction, put the Spices that follow :-- 


12 Fome Cloves newly taken from "Teeth that are hollow; 


fy Some Scabs from a Scald-Head, "ome Sweat from the 


Toes, — © Z 
Some Quids from the Mouth, —and fome Plugs from, „ 


the Noſe. 


Or a But, firſt, theScabs wollten, the Quidsandthe n 


With the Juice of fore Eyes, and the Liquor of Bugs, . 

| Seaſon all with an Onion, pull'd from a fore Ear, _ 

Corruption and all ;—if it is not too clear. 
Then add Cabbage- Leaves taken off from a Bliſter; ; 
With a large liquid Stool, procur'd by a Cliſter. 


Then, put in the Pipe, that is juſt taken out, — 
If beſn—t, tis the better, —and ſtir it about. 
And, inſtead of your Lemons, and Oranges Seville, 


5 Squeeze i in a Childs T'--d, that has got the ng - Evil. _ 
But, —if you wou'd have it exceedingly nice,— E 
Add, of Far- Wax an FOR, from- the Head be. „ 
{cor e El ce. 8 5 
And, ill, an W is mae to the Diſh, 
It you add thereunto a few bits of proud- F leſh. 
But a few, fine, frum Peaſe, newly {qeez'd from or 
: _ Tves, 
By al; is agreed, make it vaſtly ao, - - 
And, if you wou'l have it ſtill thinner, than this; 5 


1 


5 Dilute, to your Taſte, with alittle Cat's Piſs, 


ut Ffo- Mor feure-magirus- 


* 


Fuacetious 7 Ts 
Satirical Fokes, 
Diverting Letters, 


Comical Songs, 


wy 
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Epitapbs, dc. 8 


&c. &c. . | WY 


* The whole calculated to create Mirth * 
% | good Humour ; to cure the Spleen and expel Va- 


_ pours; drive away Sorrow; and increaſe the Di- N | 


verſion of all the Merry F ellows, Honeſt Hearts, 


5 and Jovial Souls — the Wrekin, 9 1 9 55 


3 * 


sir SoLomon Gunvy, Kut. 


AND 


| Maxcrny MeRRyPIN, Spinſter. 


ETC 
And hoppy he abe can that Tr eaſure fond - 4 


f bee * Cares "I + give you to the Winds. 
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. A£Aba® awd Eg * 


| 1 E Clock 1 Eight, the hs 
4 )( CT RS 
The Coffee drank, the | Coach os 
pear d; = 

1 ro Reedbam hand, a dirty Roa?, 7 
3 — A Stomach ſick, with 1 Load; 
* A jumbling Coach, the Horſes bad, Fs - 
6, „ KAud every Thing to make me ſad; „ 
5 PART II. „„ Had 


2 _ The Musk's VACSARHIES3 
Had not a chearſul Friend or two 5 
Engag'd the Hurney to purſue. 

At length, arciv'd at Recdham- Green, ” 

No Church-bell h. ard, no Mortal ſeen; 


8 Church- \ ard bleak, near wa'try Gr | 
A dirty Church, a Surdlice r 


K Reiding Desk, extremely cold, 
A pPulpit duſty, weak, and old, 
A Prayer-Book in old- print Letter, 
A Bible, rather worſe than better; 5 
S 5 A Congregation, great and ſmall, 
| lade up but few poor Souls in all; 


Three antient Dames, with wither'd P aces, 


Sat faſt aſleep i in lower Places ; 


5 Two Grey-He ad Dons, with Gloveso on Pate, 


Sat juſt above, in nodding State; 

. One Maiden fair, with yellow Knot, a, 
F ke only. Primroſe of the Spot. 5 
The reſt were chiefly Farmers Men, 

WVVho ſtar'd and liſten'd now and then. 

A bearded Clerk that ſings or ſays, 

. But poorly vers'd in Muſick's Lays, 
A Pſalm up- rear'd in jingling Notes, 


e Contriv'd for Sol. a growling Throats ; 3: 


In broken Tunes, now in, now out, 
AI was all confus'd, like Rebel's Rout. 
Then came the Sermon, long and dull, 


8 Adapted right to Clodpate' S Skull. 


dome 2ap'd, ſome ſlept, one fober Lad : 
25 Beneath bis Arm : a Bible had; 


* 


. FR Arr Mortal *; —— + 
This learned Youth had Wit enough, | 0 
To ſearch the Doctor's Scripture- Proof: 


He fat demure, with aukward Face, 


And doubled down the quoted Place. 
Tue Service done, no Dinner near, 


5 A Mile, at leaſt, to cup and chear; 
Churchwarden Heg, not ſeen at 8 


Left hungry Parſon in the Lurch. 
Sir Crate look'd blue, the reſt Lok d pale, : 


For want of ſomething to regale. 


A further Drive, from marſhy Down, 
50 To reach the Swan at Norton Town. 
There (glorious Sight!) with great gocd Luck, 


| Before the Stomach-Hour had ſtruck, 


A Loin of Veal, in lordly Diſh, 

And Eggs and Bacon, Traveller's 0 ih, 

1 Allay'd the Grumblers of the Day, 
And rais'd our Spirits up ſo gay, 


We there ſat down content and ſnug, 


| w ith Wine, and Ale, and Cy der Mug. — 
Nature refrcſh'd | in chearful Way, N 
We drank, and pledg'd, and call'd to pay. 


Ihe Coachman wheel'd the Hadſcoe rouns., 
And brought us Home all fafe and ſound. 


Reedham, farewell | thou ſtarving Soil, 
Not worth a Preacher's Charge or Toil, 
Thy Gift but Shillings ten, .--fifteen 1 ſpent 


5 Nas ever Prieſt on ſuch an Errand ſent; 


Thro' Dirt and Wet, thro' Cold and 3 keen 


0 teach fad Doors on . Green, a= 


| 4 OE The e 


— The Lapy's CoMPLAINT ; 


the North 7 Ireland, 


1 HE E ; Dean wou'd viſe Market. Hill, 
Our Invitation was but ſlight, . 


1 fail; why let him if he will, 
And lo I oid Sir Amr v write. 1 


His e would not ey kin wait. 


5 Left we ſhould think ourſelves neglected; 
And ſo we ſaw him at our Gate 


Tlbiee Days before he was expetted. 
"Ado 2 Week, 1 1 a Quarter, 5 


And Day ſucceeding after Day, | 
SGaps not a Word of his Departure, 


5 Tho not a + Soul would have him Tay.” 


” — faid 5 to make him bluſh, 
. Ae: hinks, or elſe the Devil's in ty - 


e Bur he Cares not for it a Ruſh, 


; Nor for my. Life will take the Hint. 


2 you, my Dine; may let him know, 


In civil Language, if he ſtays, 


How deep and foul the Roads may grow, 
| Aad that he may command the Chaiſe, | 


. 4 
SW IFT af Sir ARTHUR Acurcon's in. : 


or, the Merry MortaPs Companion. 5 
5 Or vou may ſay— my Wife intends, | | 
Tho! I ſhould be exceeding Pad, 


I his Winter to invite ſome Friends, 
Aud Sir, I know, you hate a Crowd. 


"Or, Mr. 52 Mould with Jy 
7 Bey you would here continue fl I, | 


hut we muſt go to Aghnaclay; 
Or Mr. Aer will take it ill. 


The Houſe Accounts are daily i ring, 
So much his Stay does ſwell the Biils ; 
My deareſt Life it is ſurpriſing, 
4 How much he eats, how much he ſw ills. 


His Brace ol Pani * how they kuf. 
And they muſt have three Meals a Day, ; 

Vet never think they get enough; 

5 His Horſes too eat all our Hay. 

Ohl If I could, how I would maul 

His Tallow-Face and Wainſcot Paws. 


His Beetle- Brows and Eyes of Wall, 
85 And make bim ſoon give up the Cauſe, 


8 Aluſt 1 be © every Moment chid 
8 skinny, boney, ſnip : and ln, 
Oh!] that I could but once be rid 
Of this inſulting Tyrant Dean! . 


* The Dean's 5 two Soria ants. 


iin 


3 


SW Mos?” s Vaoantes; 


I 8 my Dear; (quoth Ralph to 2 


I can't help laughing, Faith !—] n 
Our Neighbour Charles was impotent. 
There is no Truth in Dreams (ſays Joan 9 
And whilſt I live I'll credit none. — 
But afterward (quoth Ralph) I dreamt, 
PFor all that he was impotent, „„ 
He got in Bed, my Dear, to thee : 
And made a Shift to cuckold me.. — 
Good lack ! (cry'd Joan) I never knew 
A Dream before that happen d true. 
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na Great Patron of the failing Crew, 8 
5 Kindly except theſe Honours due 
| To thee we owe our Country's Wealth, 
And ſmirking Glee, and luſty Health, 
From Aſhes white as driv en Sno- „ 
5 Tobacco Clouds, 'tis what we o-we, 


4 true DREAM. 


One Morning as they lay alone) 


2 5 N 0 * : 


—_——__SA 


: The Tan Poser r, or wats Lach 7 reconciled 


7 T cbacco, 


4 TALE. 


"A IL Rateigh | venerable Shade, - 
Accept this Tribute humbly paid, 


o», the Merry Mortal's Companion, 7 
In fragrants Wreaths aſcend the Sky | 8 
To thee, the Smoaker's G 
5 Immortal Weed! all-heeling Plant! 

Poſſeſſing thee we nothing want. 

Aſſiſtant Chief to Country Vicar, - 
Next to his Concordance and Liquor; 
If Text obſcure perplex his Brain, 
He ſcratches, thinks, but all in vain, 
Till lighted Pipe's prevailing Ray, 
. Like Phoebus, drives the Fog away. 
Concomitant of Cambro Briton, 
= (If Ja Rhime, for that cou'd hit on) 
Content with thee, he'll bare-Foot trudge it, 

His Hoes and Shoes faſt bound in Budget, 

. Bleak blow the Winds, thick fall the Snows, 

5 With thee he Warms his dripping Noſe, 
7 Then ſcrubs and Puffs, and on he gocs. 

With thee, dear Partner of his Ale, 

The Juſtice grave prolongs his Tale; 
8 And faſt a ſleep does wiſely prate us, 

* Whilſt ſober Whiff fills each Hiatur. 

1 With thee, but hark'ee, ſays a Fricnd. 
13 Tim. will thy Preface never End ? 

We want the Tale, you promis'd us, 

Phe Tale, d'ye want? then take it thus: 

Buxemd was a Banker? Widow, e 
Frolick and free as good Queen Dido; 
For now twelve Months were paſt ad gone, 
= Since Spouſe lay cover'd with A Stone. 5 


* - 


”Y * The Musz's VAGARIES 
At firſt, indeed, for F. alnion's Sake, 
She muſt not reſt aſleep, or o 
The wretched'ſt Woman ſure alive, 
The beſt of Husbands to ſurvive. 
O had ſhe dy'd (but *rwas to late!) 
Io fave her Dearce f:- m his Fate. 
Poor ten fer Cent! his Hour was come, 
E'er he had half made up his Piumb, 
| You'd ſwear ſhe'd learnt to mourn at School; 
She ſigh'd by Note, and wept by Rule. 
The Neighbours ſaw't; and who barſle 
For con upal Sincerity! ns 
But now the Farce was o er, . | ſhe faw 


5 * Twas Time the Vizard to withdraw. 


The ſable Weeds, are thrown aſide, 


No mor e the wrung her Hands and cry d; 


5 But gay at all AlGmblie ſhone, 
And who was bleſt that lay alone? 
The Charms of F orty Thouſand Pound 


TT Drew from each Quarter all around, 
= The Templer ſpruce, and formal Citt, 


A T he Man of War, and Man of Wit. : 
The laſt indeed deſpair'd to win her, 
| Yet ſtill purſu'd her for a Dinner: 
For Madam's Gate, or ſhe's bely'd, 
Stood ever hoſpitably Wide. 
Good Reef and Mutton grac'd her Table, 
And who eat moſt ſhe judg'd moſt able. 
The Cloth remov'd, the Board was bead. 


5 With Choice of Wine, both White and Red, | 


I 


3 
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| Pipes and Tobacco next appear, 
And Tapers bright bring up the Rear. 


Now by the by, Sir, you muſt know, 
Our Widow whilom made a Vow, 
Tho' Age and Uglineſs o'ertook her, 


Never to wed with filthy Smoaker : 
And therefore lily laid a Plot 
= To try who ſmoak'd, and who did not. 


Unhappy State of human kind! 


To future Evils ever blind! _ 
The gilded Pill we raſhly ſwallow, 
Nor heed what Bitterneſs may follow, 
This to make out and eke my Tale, 
Our Lovers fmoak'd it one and all, 
 Unthinking of th' impending Doom, 
And ſpicey Whiffs perfum'd the Room: 
When ſtrait the Widow Sans excuſe, 
Their Offers bluntly did refuſe. 
Thus had ſhe pack'd off Lovers plenty, 
Some ſay a Dozen, others Twenty; 5 
And nov- began to fear, I trow, 
| Left ſhe were hamper'd in her Vow. 
When lo! A Swain of Iriſh Race 
| With Back of Steel, and front of Brafs, 3 
ä Reſolv'd Buxoma to aſſail, 8 A 
| And wiſely, that he might not fail, 5 


Struck in with Miſtreſs Ab:gail's. 


Now Avzail's, the learned fay, 
* To Lady's Hearts can paye the Way; 3 


Pan r II. „ 1 


* 1 
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The Jade, unable to reſiſt 
Five Pieces clapt in Lilly Firſt, 
Betray'd (a mercenary Whore | 5 
'The Vowl told you of before, 
And Mac ſucceeds in his Amour. 
| He wou'd not ſmoke, to ſave his I life, 
Prais'd the good Taſte of Pauls Wife; 
Tobacco, Fogh ! he cou'd not bear it. 
+ Filthy Concomitant of Claret, 
Our Widow chuckled here to find | 
Alt laſt a Lover to her Mind; 
And ſtrait an honeſt Parſon got 
I 0 tye the matrimonial Knot. 
Here, to be ſhort, the Wedding- Day 
Was eat, and drank, and danc'd away; 
NS þ wiſhing Gueſts the Stocking threw, 
5 Jefted a While, and then withdrew. 
When loud the Groom began to roar, 
And bang his Slipper gainſt the Floor, 
 —Here bring a Pipe—A Pipe, ſhe cry'ld !. 
Nay do not fret, good angry Bride, 
For I muſt ſmoke, or elſe my Dear. 88 
(Then whiſper'd ſomething in her Ear) 
Ti true by Heaven ! My former Spouſe 
* Lov'd to ſee Pipes come into th Houſe”, 
With wiſtſul Eye, poor Madam view'd 
Aer dear Deceiver, thought him rude ; 
Vet Silent lay, in fad Suſpenſe, 55 = 
W. aiting the happy Conſequence, 8 * 


. — — eigt,ot en . b. * 


Which, 


: — , ad cn” 
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Which. Authors ſay, ſhe did not miſs; 


| The Pipe was out, an eager Kiſs | 


Preluded to th' enſuing Bliſs. 


Hie ſmok'd a Second, and a Third, 


Nay, and a Fourth too ('tis aver'd,) 


And ſtill the well experienc'd Dame 
Found the yet wiſh'd Effect the ſame, 
Some have affirm'd, he was fo ſtout 
Io take a fifth e'er he gave out. 


What yet again, the Devil's in thts, 0 
Nat ! Fetch the Pound of Sh's J irginia, Eo 


All the new Pipes, and a freſh Light, 


Your Maſter ſays he'Il ſmoak all Night. 


— 


The Taco "Winn; or, "hs Petticoat | 


Preregative. 4 Ta LE, 


\OM E Hackeads: ona Winter 8— Day, 
Were met to laugh their Spleen away, 


: . Wine flows in, and Spirits riſe, 
: They praiſe their Conſorts to the Skies, 
| Obedient Wives are ſeldom known, 


Yet all could Anſwer for their own, 


Acknowledg'd each as Sovereign Lord, 
Abroad, at Home, indeed and Word: 
In ſhort as abſolute their Reign, as 
Grand Seignior's over his Sultanas. 
For Pride, or Shame to be out-done, 
5 8 join'd in the Diſcourſe, but one, 


12 The Mose? 8 Vacarigs; 
Who, vex'd fo many Lies to hear, 


Thus ſtops their arrogant Career, 


Tis mighty ſtrange, Sirs, what you ſay, 
What! all ſo abſolutely iway?--- - 
In England! Where Italians wiſe 


Have plac'd the Women's Paradiſe? 


In Landon! Where the Sexes flower 
5 Have of that Eden fix'd the Bower: ? 
Pie] Men of Senſe to be lo vain 

You're not in Turkey, nor in Spain, 5 

True Britons all; I'll lay my Life, 

None here his Maſter of his Wife, 
Theſe Words the general Fury rouze, | 

And all the common Cauſe eſpouſe. 

Till one with Voice ſuperior ſaid, 
(Whoſe Lungs were ſounder than his Head) 


ul fend my Footman inſtant Home, Z 


= To bid his Miſtreſs hither come 5 


And, if ſhe flies not at my Call, 


To own my Power before you all, 
I'll grant 'm henpeck'd, if you pleaſe, - 


7 As Sh—4+, or as Socrates. i 


Fold there replies the Otiector fly, 

Prove firſt that Woman never lie; | 
| Elſe, Words or Wind—to tell you true, 
credit neither them, nor you; 


No weill be judg'd a ſurer Way, 


8 By what they do, not what they ne. 


TPI hold you ſeverally that boaſt, 


A Supper at the Loſer s Coſt, 


That 
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| That if you'll but vouchſafe to try | 
A Trick I'll tell you by and by, 

Send ftrait for every Wife quite round, 

One Mother's Daughter is not found, 

But what before her Husband's F ace 
Point blank his Orders diſobeys. 

To this, they one and all conſent, 

The Wager's laid, the Summons went. 

Mean while he this Inſtruction gives, 

Pray only gravely tell your Wives, 5 

Lour Will and Pleaſure is to invite 
Theſe Friends to a lei ld Pig to Night. 
The Commoner the Trick has been, 
The greater Chance have you to win, 
The Treat is mine, if they refuſe; 


| But if they boil it, then I loſe. 


I be firſt, to whom the Meſſage came, a 
; Was a well-born and haughty Dame; 5 


+ A ſaucy independent ſhe, 


With Jointure, and with Pin- 1 


* Secur'd by Marriage-deeds from Wants, 


Without a ſeparate Maintainance, 
Her Loftineſs diſdain'd to hear, 

Falf through her Husband's Meſſenger, 
But cut him ſhort with—how dare he 


5 Mong Pot-Companions mention me! 
He knows his Way (if ſober,) Home, 
+ And if he wants me let him come.— | 


5 Pleas d all, but him ien; it concern ü. 


This Anſwer, haſtily return'd. 


or 
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For cach one thought his Wife on Try al, 
= Would brighter ſhine by this Denial. 


The ſecond was a Lady gay, 


5 Who lov'd to viſit, dreſs and play, 5 
To ſpark it in the Box or Ring, = 
And dance on Birth- Nights for the King, 


Whoſe Head was buſy wont to be 


With ſomething elſe thin Cookery. 
| She hearing of her Husband's Name, 
Tho? much a Gentlewoman, came; 
When half inform'd of his Requeſt, 
A Dith, as he deſir'd it, dreſt,— — 

TE Quoth Madam, with a ſerious F: ace, 
(Without enquiring what it was) 
Fc can't ſure for an Anſwer look, 
Sir, do you take me for your Cook 2 
But I muſt haſte a Friend to ſee, 
Who has invited me to Tea ; 
389 ſaid; that Minute out ſhe flew. 
What could the ſlighted Husband do? 
His Wager loſt, muſt needs appear; 5 

5 For none obey that will not hear. 


The next, for Houſewifry renown 'd, , 


| A Woman notable was own'd, 
5 Who hated Laleneſs and Airs, ; | 
And minded Family Affairs! 


Expert in every Thing Was be, 5 


8 At Needle-Work or Surgery: 
Fam'd for her Liquors far and near, : 
_ From aicheſt Cordial to > (mall Beer 
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To ſerve a Feaſt ſhe underſtood, 

Ja Engliſh or in foreign Mode; 
Whate'er the wanton Taſte could chooſe, 

In Kickſhaws, Sauces, or Ragoos : 
She ſpar'd for neither Coſt nor Pain, 

Her welcome Gueſt to entertain. 


1 Her Husbands fair accoſts her thus? 


To Night theſe Friends will ſup with us. 


= She anſwer'd with a ſmile, my Dear, 


Four Friends are always welcome here, 
hut we deſire a Pig, and pray, | 


You'll boil it; boil it! did you ſay? 
I hope you'll give me leave to know | 


5 My Buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo: 


| Whyneer in any Book wasyet | 
Found ſuch a whimſical Receipt: _ 
_ My drefling none need he afraid of, 


Fs But ſuch a Diſh was never read of, 


Wn roaſt it nice, but ſhall not boil i is” 
Let thoſe who know no better, ſpoi! it: 
er Husband cry'd, for all my Boaſt, 
IJ own, the Wager's fairly loſt. 

| And other Wives, beſide my Love: ES 

Or I'm miſtaken much, may prove: 

As chargeable as this to me, 


” T o ſhow their Pride in Houſwifry, 
No the poor Wretch that next him lar, = 


= Felt his own Heart go pit a Pat: 


1 5 For well he knew his Spoule's Way, 
ler Spirit brook” d not to ob * 


And 


ö be Musk s Vacaniesz ; 
And never r yet was in the Wrong : 
So told her with a trembling T ongue, 5 


Where, and on what, bis Friends 1 


And how the Supper ſhould be dreſt. : = 
To Night, quoth (in a Paſſion) the ? 3 | 


No Sir, to Night it cannot be; 


And was it a boil'd Pig you ſaid? 


Fou and your F riends ſure are not mad. 


The Kitchen! is the proper Sphere, e þ 
Where none but Females ſhould appear, | 2; 
And Cooks their Orders, by your: leave, Fo 

> Always from Miſtreſſes receive. „„ 

Doll it was ever ſuch an Aſs? . * 

I pray, what would you have for ſauce! z 


If any Servant i in my Pay; 


Dare dreſs a Pig that ſilly Way, N 


Ikn ſpite of any Whim of yours, 


Each Woman wiſe her Husband rules; 
555 Paſſive Obedience is for Fools. 


Fll turn her quickly out of Doors. | 
For ſuch a Thing, (nay never frown) | 
Where Jam Miftrefs, ſhall be done. 


| This Cafe was quickly judg'd ; behold! | 
| A fair one of a ſofter Mold ; 
Good Humour ſparkled in her Eye, 4 5 
And unaffected Pleaſantry:- OT 
So mil'd and ſweet ſhe enter'd in, 4 
: Her Spouſe thought certainly w win | 
: (Pity, ſuch Golden Hopes ſhould fall, 1 „„ 
1 Soon as ſhe heard th' appointed Tale 


My | 


—  o——_—— 
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My Dear, I know not ] proteſt, 


Whether in earneſt or in jeſt, 


So ſtrange a Supper you demand, 


Howc'er, I'll not diſputing ſtand, 
But do it freely as you bid it, 


Prove but that ever Woman did it, 
his Cauſe, by general Content, . 
Was loſt for want of Precedent. 


Thus each deny'd a ſeveral Way; 
But all agreed to diſobey. 
Once only Dame did yet remain, T, 


5 WhO downright honeſt was, and plain, 


If now and then her Voice ſhe tries, 


5 Tis not for Rule, but Exerciſe. 
Unus'd her Lord's Commands to flight, 
=Y ct ſometimes pleading for the R icht. 
5 dhe made her little Wiſdom go, 


Farther than wiſer Women 40. 


ler Husband tells her, looking grave, 
54 roaſted Pig I boil'd would have ; 
And to prevent all Pro and Con, 

1 muſt inſiſt to have it done. Es 
ä Says ſhe, my deareſt, ſhould your * * 8 
Get a Nick- name to laſt for „ 

Tf you reſolve to ſpoil it; do,. 
Nut then J hope you'll eat it too. 
For, tho' tis boil'd to hinder Sqaabble, 

[ ſhall not, will not fit at Table. 

| She ſpoke, and her good Man alone, 
Found he had neither loſt nor won. 


0 80 fairly parted Stakes: the. Reſt 
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Fell on de Wag that caus'd the Jeſt, . 
„ Would your Wife boil it? let us ſee.” 
| Hol: dere, you did not lay with me. 
Yi find, in ſpite of all you've boaſted, 
| Your Pigs are fatted to be roaſted. _ 
The Wager's loſt, no more contend; 
But take this Counſel from — 
Buatt not your Empire, if you prize it; ED 
For happieſt he, who never tries * 5 
| Wives unprovoked beſt obey, 
A that you'll find the ſafeſt Way. 
But if your Dear ones take the Field, 
Reſolve at 1: to win or yield; 
For Heaven no Medium ever gave, 
= Between a Sovereign and a Slave. . | 


= The Pr LAGUE | 1 of 
: — | Cobler. 
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0 U R Soon 455 Moralift can hw: 


1 Many Nlifortunes here below ; 
A Truth which no one ever mid, 


Tho neither Sage nor Moraliſt: 
Fet all the Troubles nere 


Which Fate or Fortune has a Hand i in, 
Fools to themſelves will more create, -- --- 
In fpite of Fortune and of Fate. 55 


Ricurs; r the happy 5; 


os 


— — — ivr 
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Thus oft are dreaming W retches feen, 
Tortur'd with Vapours and the Spleen ; 
Transform'd (at leaſt in their own Eyes) 
Io Glaſſes, China, or Gooſe-pies, 
Others will to themſelves appear = 
Stone- dead, as J ill the Conqueror; 
And all the World in vain might ſtrive : 
Jo face them down that they” re alive. 
- Unlucky Males with Child will groan, 
And ſorely dread their lying Down; 
8 As fearing, that to eaſe their Pain, 
May puzzle Doctor Chamberlain, 
Imaginary Evils flow, 
Merely from want of real Woe; "Y 
And when prevailing Whimſies riſe, 
As monſtrous wild Abſurdities . 

55 Are, ev'ry Hour, and ev ry Minute 
Found without Bedlam, us within it. 
Which if you further would have ſhown, 85 

| And Leiſure have to read —read on. 


There liv'd a Gentleman, poſſeſt 


| Of alt that Mortals reckon beſt : 

A Seat well-choſe in wholeſome Air, 
ich Gardens and with Proſpects fair: 

His Land from Debt and Jointure free; 5 

His Money never in South-Sea, 

His Health and Body firm and good, 

Tho paſt the Hey-Day in his Blood: 


His Conſort fair, and good, and Kind ; 3 


His Children 1 ring to his Mind: 


D 2 „ 15 
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1155 F riends in, genuous 2nd ſincere ; 
H. Ho: ur, nay his Conſcience . 


= - He wanted] nought of human Bliſs, 


* Pow'r to taſte his Happineſs. 

7 1 00 , alas! this 3 Man' 5 Hall 
"I 1:1 C bler had a Stall; 

TT”, arch eld M ag as Cer yon knew, 
With Breeches fed, and Jerkin blue : 
Chcarſul et working, as at play, | 

He ſung and whiſtled Life: away : 

When rifing Morning glads the Sky, 
Clear as the merry Lark and high; 
When Ev ning Mades the Landskip veil, 


5 Late warbli ing "as the Nightingale. = 
Tho? Pence came flow, and T rade was u, ; 


2 . er {ill he ſung, and whiſtled ſtill; 


Tho' patch d his Garb, and coarſe his Fare, =» 


Þe laugh q and caſt away old Care. „ . 


5 rich Man view'd, with dit content, 
5 His tatter'd Neighbour's Merriment; 
With Envy grudg'd, and pin'd to ſee 
A Beęgar pleaſanter than he: 
And, by Degrees, to hate began 
Th' intolerable happy Man; 

VM ho haunted him like any“ Sprite, che 
| From Morn to Eve, by Day and Nig ght. 
- It chanc'd as once in Bed he lay, 

5 W hen Dreams are true, as break of Day, 
Ne heard the Cablex àt his Sort, 

Amidit his Mulic ſhopping hort: 


Whe⸗ 
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Whether his Morning's Draught he took, 5 
Or warming Whiff of wonted Smoke, 

Ihe Squire ſuſpected, being ſhrew'd, 
This Silence boded him no Good, 

And 'cauſe he nothing ſaw nor heard, 
A Machiavilian Plot he fear'd. 
Strait Circumſtances crowded plain 
To vex and plague his jealous Brain. 

Trembling in panic Dread he lies, 

| With gaping Mouth and ſtaring Eyes; 5 
And ftraining wiftful both his Zan, 
Hie ſoon perſwades himſelf he hears 

One skip and caper up the Stairs, 
© Sees the Door open quick and knew 
His dreaded Foe in red and blue, 


Who with a running Jump, he thought, 5 


Leap'd plump directly down his n, 7 
Laden with Tackle of his Stall, „ 
Laſt, Ends, and Hammer, Strap ont Awl; 

No ſooner down, than with a Jerk 
He fell to Muſic, and to Work. 
If much he griev'd our Don before, 
When but o' th? outſide of his Door; 
How ſorely muſt he now moleſt, 0 


” When got o th' inſide of his Breaſt! 


The waking Dreamer groans and ſwells, . 
And Pangs imaginary feels; 
Catches and Scraps of Tunes he hears, | 

For ever r ringing in his Ears; 5 


5 III | 
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III. favour'd Smells bis Noſe diſpleaſe, 
Mundungus ſtrong, and rotten Checſe: 
Hie feels him, when he draws his Breath, 
Or tug the Leather with his J erh. 
Or beat the Sole, or elſe extend 
His Arms to th' utmoſt of his End, 
= Enough tocrack, when ſtretch'd fo wide, 
The Ribs of any mortal —_ 
Is there no Method, then, to fly, 
This vile inteſtine Enemy 73 | 
What can be done, in this Condition, = 
But ſending inſtant for Phyſician? 
The Doctor having heard the Caſe, 8 
e Burſt into Laughter i in his Face: 
Told him, he needs no more than rie, 


5 Open his Windows, and his „ 


Whiſtling and ſtitching there to ſee e 
The Cobler, as he us'd to be. 
Sir, quoth the Patient, your Pretences 
Shall neer perſwade me from my Senſes, 
How ſhall I riſe, the heavy Brute 

| Will hardly let me wag a Foot, 
Tho ſeeing for Belief may „% 


1955 5 Yet feeling is the Truth, you know : 
I feel him in my Sides, I tell y ye; 


Had you a Cobler in your Belly, : 
You ſcarce would fleer as now you do : 
I doubt your Guts would grumble too, 
Still do you laugh? I tell you, Sir, 
I) kick you ſoundly, could I flir, 
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Thou Quack, that never hadſt Sn 

In either Univerſity: _ 
Thou meer Licentiate, without Knowledge, 
The Shame and Scandal of the College. 


I! call my Servants if you ſtay! 


So, Doctor, ſcamper while you may. 
One thus diſpatch d, a fecond came, 

? Of equal Skill and greater Fame. 

Who ſwore him mad as a March Hare. 


| as (For Doctors, when provok'd, will ſwear.) 
TLoo drive ſuch Whimſies from his Pate, | 


He dragg'd him to the Window ſtrait, 
ut jilting Fortune can deviſe, 


Io“ battle and outwit the Wile: 
The Cobler, e'reexpos'd to view, | 


Had juſt pull'd of his Jerkin blue; 


Not dreaming 'twould his ebe, — 


To ſit in freſco in his Shirt. 


Ah! quoth the Patient, with a Sigh, 


You know bim not fo well as I; 

The Man who down my T hoat 1 15 run, | 
| Has got a true-blue Jerkin on. 

In vain the Doctor rav'd and tore, 


| Argudandfrettel, ſtamp'd aud ſwore ; 
Told him he might believe as well, 
5 The Giant of Pantagruc! 


| Didoft, as break his faſt or ſup, 5 


1 For poach'd Eggs ſwallow Windmills „ ; 


Or that the Hilland Dame could bear = 
A Chill, for ev'ry Day i th? Year 


23 
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The vapour'd Dotard, grave and fly,” 
M.iſtook for 'I'ruth each rapping Lye ; 
And die Concluſions ſuch as theſe, 


Reſiſtlets, from the Premiſſes. 


I hope, my Friends, you'll grant me all, 

A Windmil's bigger than a Stall: 

And fince the Lady brought alive 

Children three hundred ſixty five; 

5 Why ſhould you think there is not Room 
For one poor Cobler in my Womb? 
Thus every Thing his Friends could ay 

The more confirm'd him in his Way ” 

| Farther convinc'd, by what they tell, 


'T'was certain, tho impoſſible. 


Now worſe and worſe his piteous 3 State . 
Was grown, and almoſt e = 
Fet ſtill the utmoſt bent mw, 

Without more Help he would not die. 
An old Phyſician, fly and ſhrewd, 

Witb Management of Face endu'd, 
| Heard all his Tale; and ask'd, with care 
| How long the Cobler had been there ? 5 

| Noted diſtinctly what was ſaid; 
L.ftt up his Eyes, and ſhook his Head, 
And grave accoſts him on this F aſhion, 

Alfter mature Deliberation, | 
With ſerious and important Face : 

Fair, yours is an uncommon Caſe : 

Ibo I've read Galen oer and o e, 

I never met with it before ; 


Of fam'd Worm- Powder of John Moore; 


Beſides, if downwards he be ſent, 

I fear he'll ſplit your nether Vent: 
But then your Throat, you "NE is wide, 
And ſcarcely clos'd, ſince it was try'd; : 
The ſame Way he got in, *tis plain, 
There's room to fetch him out again : 

I I bring the forked Worm 1. 5 
Without a Dyſenteria: 
Emeticks ſtrong will do the F eat, 


If taken quantum ſufficit. 


I'll fee myſelf the proper Dole, 
And then Fypneticks to compoſe. 5 
The Wretch, tho” languiſhing and weak, Co 
| Reviv'd already by the Greet, 
| Cries, what fo learn'd a Man as you | 
Preſcribes, dear Doctor, I ſhall do, 5 
The Vomit ſpeedily was got, 
The Cobler ſent for to the Spot. | 
And taught to manage the Deceit, 
And not his Doublet to forget. 


PR x IL 5 : 1 
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Nor have I found the like Diſeaſe 
In Stories of Hippocrates, 
Then, after a convenient Stay, = 
Sir, if Preſcription you'll obey, 
My Life for yours, I'll tet you free 
From this ſame two-legg'd Ty mpany. 
»Tis true, you're gone beyond the Cure 


25 1 


But 
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But firſt e the Operator wiſe, "3 
Over the ſight a Bandage ties: 8 . | 


For Vomits always ſtrain the Eyes. 


Courage! Pl make you diſembogue, 
ppight of his Teeth, th' unlucky Rogue ; EROS 
I'll drench the Raſcal, never fear, : 


And bring, him up, or drown him there, 


L Soon paid with Int'reſt back again. 


3 Without his Hammer and his Thong. 


Warm Water down he makes him pour, e 
Till his ſtretch'd Guts could hold no more z 1 
W hich double ſw olbn, as you may think, 
Both with the Cobler, and the Drink, 
What they receiv'd againſt the Grain, 


Here comes his Tools! he can't be long 
1 Cobler humour'd what was ſpoke, | Th Cn - | 


And gravely carry'd on the Joke; T7 
As he heard nam'd each Single Matter, 


He chuck'd it ſouſe into the Water; ECTS - 
And then, not to be ſeen as yer, : 0D N 
Behind the Door made his Retreat © © bs 
The fick Man now takes breath a-while, 1 
Strengen to recruit for farther ToiIiiliX.. 
Vouablinded he, with joyful Eyes, „„ 
The Tackle floating there. ee „„ "4 
| Fully convinc'd within his Mind, = | | | : 


The Cobler could not ſtay behind; 
Who to the Ale-Houſe {till would go, 5 


Whene'er he wanted Work to do-: „ ᷑œ M 
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Nor could he like his preſent Place, 
He ne'cr lov'd Water in his Days. 
At length he takes a ſecond Bout, 
. Enough to turn him inſide out; 
With Vehemence ſo ſore he ſtrains, 
As would have ſplit another's Brains. 
Ay! here the Cobler comes, I ſwear ! 
(And truth it was for he was there.) 
And, like a rude ill-manner'd Clown, 
 Kick'd, with his Foot, the Vomit down. 
The Patient, now grown wondrous Light, 
Whipp'd off the Napkin from his Sight; 
- Beiskly lift up his Head, and knew _ 
The Breechcs and the Jerkin hue: 
And ſmil'd to hear him grumbling a. 
As down the Stairs he ran his away 
He'd ne'er ſet Foot within his Door, | 


And} jump down open Throats no more: 


No; while he liv'd, he'd ne'er again 
Run, like a Fox, down the red Lane. . 
Our Patient thus, his Inmate gone, 
Cur'd of the Crotchets in his Crown, | 
Joyful his Gr. atitude expreſſes, 


Wich thouſand Thanks, and hundred Pieces, ” 


And thus, with much of Pains and Cult, 
Regain the Health he never loft. 


The MORAL. 


| e, uT 6 hong Ae we fd | 
Re poſe i 15 ſeated i in the Mind; 
= 
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"BS --- The Most“ 's VAGARIES 1 
Aud moſt Men ſem or late ha ne ond, 
Tis there, er 10 where, t1 be found, | 
This real Wiſdom timely knows, 
TFithout Experience of the Noe 
Nr needs inflruftive Smart, to fer, - 
That all m Earth is Fanhy: e 
Lifs, Diſapprintment, Paſji ton, Strife, | 
I hate er tor ments, or troubles Life, 
75% ground!eſs, er ĩe vous in its Stay, 
ill hats our Ten: ments of Clay, 
. ben paſt, as nothing we efteem; _ 
„ Hud Pain like . s but a Dream. 


4 Covexr-Ganvex P A $ T 0 R A L 
1 H E A7 enight Puffice, now ; devoid of Care, 


Began to ſlumber in his Elbow- Chair : 


Long had he wak'd, but now his Trade : Was 0's er, 


Nor cou'd expect a ſingle $ billing more. 


The Watch had cry'd paſt One, with hollow Strain, foe rgh 
And to their Stands return'd to ſleep — * 
_ Urave Cits and Bullies, Rakes and ſqeamiſn Beaus VV„* 
Came reeling with their Doxies from the Roſe. = 
Fephſon's and + Mitchell's Hurry now was done; "En 
. now t Fo Ks ( Rakes ordain d ) veg, 


* Beifard Head i in Southampton: Street. 
+ Bedford Arms in Covent Garden-Piaggas. 

Mh 
” Mivaight Aſſembly. 


* A Shed in Covert-Garaen, ceforted to by the Rakes: 5 
rs, and Bullics of the Town, * who chere 5 a 
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Bright ſhone the Moon, and Calm around the Sky, 

No Cinder-IFench, nor ſtraggling Link-Boy nigh ! 

When in that Garden, where with mimic Pow? "2 

Strut the mock- purple Heroes of an Hour, 

Where by grave Matrons Cabbages are (, old, 

Who all the liv'd-long Day drink Gin and cal; 

Beneath the Covert of an humble Sed. 

Thither by Chance, or by appointed led, 

Thomas anu Sulan, on their Sieves reclin'd, 

4 Notes alternate open'd thus their Mind : 

| The neateſt he of all the Porter throng, 

T's faireſt the the Basket Nymphs among. 
Tam. Suky, ah ! Suky, long have I complain 4 

Of Love rejected, and of Vows diſdain'd; 


Long have I told you with what pleaſing Art 


Your ſoft bewitching Eyes have file my Fart ; 


But you, too cruel Laſs, whenc'er I moan, f 


By Laugh at my Sighs, and bid me ſizh alone. | 
- of. Laugh at thy Saha! 1 8 Tomas could. = 
„ forbear? . 
> Thy doleful Ditties, and hy Tales to bear, . 
Such ſhallow Tales /—for ſure I am too wiſe _ 
To think that Hearts cou'd e'er be Ale by Eyes : 
| Long ſince I Hale your Heart; yet ſimple Swain, 
Still of a bleeding Heart you oft complain: 
: No, Tummas. no to ſuch falſe Men Adieu; 
1 Who wins my Love, muſt win by ſpeaking true 
© pom. Ah! lucklaſs Lad! was ever Fate like mine! ey 
Ah! 1 faithleß Laſs! Was « ever Scorn like thine ! f © 
: „„ Whate? er 
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Whatc'er I fay, thou with too quzint a Skill, 


Teurn'ſt my plain downri; 2ht Words to what * will; ; 


Sui, howe'er my Thoughts may be expreſt, 


. My Pain's your Pleaſure, and my Love your 2 


Howe er you'd ſeem, you can't ſo ſimple be; 
But none 7 blind as they who wall not ſce. 
Sf. As Yother Morn on yonder Bench I fat, 

And careleſs hung aſide my cropt flraw Hat, 

A gay young Spark, as fine as any Lord, 

Stopt, and ſpoke to me of his own Accord; 5 
Tho' with a Riband croſs his Shoulder dreſt, 
And ſomething wond'rous glitt'ring at his Breaſt, 

Vet did he kiſs me—vith a Kiſs ſo ſwect - 

And ſomethin Z Whiſper'd, which Tl! not repeat: 
If, Tummas, ſuch fine Folk will deign to ſuc, 


| | Other-gueſs Lovers may I hope than gen. 


Them. Ah! Suky, truſt not to an outſide Stow, 
2 Much Danger oft lies hid within a Beau; . 

Flow'rs gay to ſight may fragrant ſ ſmell no more, 
And tempting Fruit is rotten as the Cre: 
Nut if, proud Maid, you ſtill my s Suit diſdain, 

Others will ſue to me, and ſue in vain, _ 
ei Peggy, who has not ed been ſo long 

For Quickneſs of her Feet as well as Tong: 740, 

Peggy, my Love with frequent Treats wou'd win, 

Vith Hlatpat mild, and quick inſpiring Gin; 

But neither Harpot, nor yet Cin can prove, 
Charms ſtrong enough to force neglectful Love. 

a For While to her I drink, my Heart” 5 ſo true, 
* "ſteal of ay ing Pas, cry dear Sue. 


Sui ſan. 


+ WE ee e a 


18 $a: ng Home, and tell the Morning near; 
The Market fills—hear, hear the pleaſing Sound 
Of hat Ox-Cheeb, and Barley- Broth around, | 


But to the Parſm kindly haſte away. 
Away they jogg'd ad>wn S- ruthampten-Str cet, 
And tought the er th Neck 4 e of the. Fleet. | 
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Si. But from T K--'z ſee where the Rates appear, 


Them. O then, my Love, no more our Joys delay. 


Um 


M OLL Row s Migeify' 


| Whimſical Pain ane caught me, 
Much worſe than the Gout in the Toe ; 


What Damſel on Ea: th could have taught me 


To Love, but inchanting Mall FKow. 


When chatting, or walking, « or erinking, 


No Perſon Or Subject I krow ; 35 


: Fer all my wh ole Power of thinking's | 


Employ d about ſweet Maly Raw. 


Some People love hunting and ſporting, | 


And chace a fout Buck or a Doe; 


But the Game I am {ond of is courting | 


A Smile from my dear 22a Row. 


| In cha Danes thi ro the Complins Spins, 


How graceful and light does ſhe go! 


No Engliſhman ever lov'd Pudding, 


As I love my ſweet Maly Row. | 


* 


% nn VAGARIES; 5 
In the Dumps when my Friend ſays how goes it? 
T anſwer him ſurly, ſo ſo: 5 


I'm ſad, and I care not who knows i it; 
4 ſuffer for ——5 Ml Roto. 


: Tho- N 1 was a Sloven,.. 

| For her I will turn a great Beauz 

III buy a green Coat to make love in, 
And vrels at my tempting Melt Row. 


5 She” O witty, ſhe O lovely, as; airy, 5 = 
| Her bright Eyes as black as a Sloe %%% Wa 
Search the County of ſweet e 
ü The brightalt Nymph ir in't is * Row. 


Were! my Poſt i in the 3 or Dirchs, | 
On the Banks of the Rhine or the Po; „ | . 
DS Like Breglia I'd fly without Breeches Sf VV 

To the Arms of — 9 Mall Row, 


80 2 ad * true is ; my Paſſion, | 
1 kindly like Fire and Tow: 5 

| Who s the Pearl of the brave Iriſh Nation ?. 
Arm, who ſhou'd it be but all Row. 5 


5 Thro the Lace that hor "DE does . = 
I ſpy'd her two Bubbies of Snow ; 5 1 
So well and ſo dearly I love her. 
Ta ove wy two N for Mall Rao. 


Vor 
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Jour Shafts I have ſtood Mr. Cupid, | | 
And oft cry'd a Fig for your Bow ; 
But the Man that eſcapes muſt be ſtupid, 

5 When you ſhoot from the Eyes of Mall Row, 


Com fill up he Pa and Glaſſes, 
And let the brown Bowl overflow: _ 
Here's a Health to the brighteſt of Laſſes, 

| The Queen of our Toaſt Molly Row. 


The MOUSE and the OY STER. 


Occaſion'd by a Mouſe” 5 being aua — en- 


cloſed and killed by an Oyſter. This was 
_ thought a proper Subject for a Tragi. Comic 
Poem, by a polite Company at a certain No- 
 bleman's Table; who fixed upon a poetical 
Gentleman then preſent for this purpoſe : Who 
1 after preſented them with the following 
humorous Performance, wherein he * 5 
Ut have done ample Juſtice 10 his SOT, 


- T lokies Bards the Herd 8 Aa relate, : 
1 ſing the memor able Mouſe's Fate: 
Nor let a critic Ear the Theme refuſe 
Immortal made by the Mezmian Muſe. 
T was when the Veil of Night o e the Plain 
When Bats and Fairies, Mice and Morpheus reign ; 
| When lab'ring Hinds forget the Toils of Day, . e 
And Philomel begins her love-lick Lay; 7ͤX;· 
Pant „„ 8 While 


ä Te Mesz' 8 Vaganzs; 5 
While the huſht Winds in peaceful Slumbers dwell, 
And boding Crickets ſound their Midnight Knell. 

T was then a daring Mouſe, that long defy'd, 
The various Stratagems which Kate had try'd, 
His deftin'd Doom receiv'd ; for, ſoon or my Ro 
Both Mice and Monarchs ls ſubmit to Fate, 
Ott was the Moon with ſilver Luſtre crown d, 
Since the nocturnal Pyrate march'd his Round; 


Soon as his Foe, the Sun, had took his Flight, 


Trips forth the little Champion of the Night, 
With cautious Tread, ſecure from fell miſhap | 
Of Puſs, of Poiſon, or tremendous Tip; 
Still at the Head of his rapacious » 
He kipt from Shelf to Shelf, and Pan to Pan; 
With Noſe ſagacious ſmok'd the baited Gin, 
35 Wary and conſcious of the dnare within: 
Nov feaſts on rich Variety of Meats, 

And oft in Cheeſe his own Apartment eat; 
Regales on Floods of Cream, Ragouts and ele, 
Of all the Dainties of the Day partakes: 


Nou ſtorms rich Conſerves with voluptuous Taſte, . 5 


And ſaps the tender Tenements of Paſte. 
Puddings in vain, that come but once a w ek, 
In Cupboard high a Sanctuary ſeek; 8 
Where Locks and Bolts a Paſſage * forbid, 
He gnaws Admition in a Time of need. > 
When Pantry fails, thro' ſpite of watchful Cooks, 
The Smuggler feeds on new repaſt of Books, 
Bunyan and Burton, both enrich'd with Greaſe, = 


Will often ſerve his Hunger t to _ 
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Now conjuring Books, Love- Jeſts, and Robin- Hood, 
With Songs of Chevy-Chaſe are turn'd to food. 


Culpeper, Partridge, Holing ſhead and Stowe, 
The Art of Paſtry, Robinſon Cruſoe, I, 


All mangled lie, with Tales of Monks and Witches, 


Receipts for Agues, and laſt dying Speeches. 


Thus Tartar like, the Vagrant feeds on Prey, 
Plunders all Night, and ſlumbers all the Day. 

— When ruddy Morn wakes the more ruddy Maid, 
| What Scenes of ruin are around diſplay'd ! * 

In Fragments here disjointed Baſons lie, 

And here the martyr'd Relicks of a Pye; 

Nou with uplifted Hands in Loaves ſhe ſees, ; 

| Arch'd Caverns yawn, and Sepulchres of Cheeſe ; ; 


=p Not more tremendous look'd the Cycloy's Cave, 
Or Cuma's Grott, hard-by Avernos Wave; 35 


Here mourns in F urrows deep, domeſtick Bacon, 
Here Fruits, preſerv'd for Winter Tarts, are taken. 8 
But ah! the fav'rite Saucer moſt gives Pain, 


Whoſe Prims blue Letters in a Circle ſtain: 


That Saucer, which Kate's ſwain laſt Country-Wake, 
Gave her, adorn'd with Motto and with Cake. 
*T was then, with weeping Eyes, Revenge ſhe ſwore, 8 
And threw the laſt ſad Remnants on the Floor : 
'T was then ſhe ſought ſome Spell in deep Deſpair, | 
And muſing mutter'd backwards half a Prayer, 


1 Not with leſs Grief, the Trojan Heroes found 


Their poſtrate Banquets ſcatter'd on the Ground; 
| When from on high devouring Harpies flew et 
With horrid Claws, and all the Feaſt o ſc 
F = | | Yer 
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Feet long unharm'd, the Epicure patroll'd, 
And fearleſs, o'er his ſilent Suburbs ſtroll'd: 
Lui us Niqhts in pleaſing Plunder paſs'd, 
Nor dreamt that 2h:s was doom'd to be his laſt. 
For now the Time, the deſtin'd T'i ime was ſent , S 
80 Fate ordain'd,—and who can Fate prevent? 


Thick Shades once more had veil'd the haunted Houſe; ; 5 3 


O ce more from covert Bolts th' adyventrous Mouſe. 
Lighting i in evil Hour, in queſt of Prey, 
| Where in a Groupe th' avenging Oyſters lay. 
The Fiſh, commiſſion'd from the wat” ry T hrong, 


With Tegument of ſcaly Armour ſtrong, 


Lay with expanded Jaws, and gaping Shell, Hg 
(But who the fad Cataſtrophe can tell? 5 
Thus lies the dreadful Monſter of Nle's F lood, 
With open Mouth extended on the Mud. 
I! be dainty Mouſe, till craving ſome new Din, 
Enters the gloomy Manſion of the Fiſh ; 
With Beard exploring, and with 1 Liv, 5 
Ile longs the Pickle of the Seas to ſip,  _ 
| Rous'd by his Tusks, th' elaſtic Oyſter fell, 
And caught the Caitiff's Head in wat' ry Cell; 
In vain the victim Labours to get free 
Prom Durance vile, and cloſe Captivity ; "4 
| Lock' in the ſtrong Embrace, enſnar'd he lies, = 
In PilPry fafe, pants, ſtruggles, ſqueaks and dies. 
Thus the juſt Fate of his own Crimes he meets, 
Like Rakes expiring in deſtructive Sweets. 
Hence let ambitious Minds, the Tale who hear, = 
This Moral kar; To mave within their Sphere, | 


[ 


"Thus 


| . 
F 


„ 


F 
Thus ends the dire diſaſtrous Night's Campaign, 


And thus the memorable Mouſe was ſlain. 


But in Kate's Boſom, ſay, what Raptures glow, 


When in the ſcaly Trap ſhe finds her Foe ? 


Her mortal Foe !——detain'd in Bondage ſtrong, . 
Her Wiſhes granted, and reveng'd her Wrong, 


While loud Rejoicings fill the reſcu'd Houſe, 
And Neighbours crowd to view the captive Mouſe. 


| Now hangs the grateful Spoil on beam ſublime, 


Safe, where no Boys can reach, nor Cats can climb, 


Where Oftrich Eggs, and Birds preſaging Weather, . 


5 Dry'd Herrings, Hams and Halcyons ſwiro together. 
How oft the Maſter views the the wond'idus Prize, 
55 And hails the Conqueſt with exulting Ev. ' 


And when beneath ſedate he fits and ſmoas., 


And cracks his Nuts, his Bottles, or his Jokes, -- 
This Tale he tells to grace the Chri/tmas Py » 5 
And to > the ed d Re! icks 2 on TOO 


* a * »— 


Die ahe i be 1 Drag. _ 
An E P I GRA M. 


IC x 5 Wie was Keb, and pos 4 the De dor Skill ap 
Who differ'd how to cure th' invet'rate Ill: 


Purging the one preſcrib'd: No; quoth another, 
That will da neither good nor harm, my Brothor, 7 
Bleeding's the only TVay,—'twas quick reply*d, 
That's certain Death, — But ſince we differ wide, 


5 Ti fit che Hlusband chuſe by whom t' ab! de, 


5 N 
— ̃— .n! , T1! ͤ:⁰6.—Uùl 


And this ts what Lui maintain, &e, | 
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8 Skill, quo Richard, by the Road 
. tint Bd hi nm On 


— 


The Vicar of Bay. 
4 8 0 N 6. 
3 


0 F W the Vicar long I've been 


And many a Teſt and Trial 


| I've ſtood, and various C hanges s ſeen, 


Vet never prov'd diſloyal. 


: For with the Crown I alway dos d, Se 


Whatever Perſon wore it, 


And ev'ry Oath the State 1 impos xd, 7 


=D moſt devoutly ſwore it. 


1 For this i is what J will maintain 


| Unto my dying Day ſtill; 


| That whatſoever King ſhall rein, : 


P be the Vicar of Bray till. 
3 


Tn C lle the Second 5 jovial Days, 1 
Fs When Loy'lty had no Harm in't, 
An high flown Royaliſt I was, 


And fo I got Preferment. 


7 1 o teach my Flock I never mis 'd, 


Kings were by God appointed; 


8 And all were damn d that did refit, 


Or touch the Lord's anointed. 


> For this 1 75 h [ will, Sc. 
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III. 


When royal Fames obtain'd the Crown, 


And Pepery came in Faſhion, 


The penal Laws I voted down, 


And read the Declaration. 


The Church of Rome, I found, wou'd fit 


Full well my Conſtitution, 


; And had become a Jeſuit, 


But for the Revolution. 


= 


Wh ben E ene, he was Kiag 4 


To cure the Nation's Wa 80 


Wer this new Wind about I veer'd, 
. And ſwore to him Allegiance. 8 8 
: Old Doctr ines then I did revoke, 


Set Conſcience at a Diſtance, | 


Paſſive-obedience was a Joke, 


A Jeſt was Non-Reſiſtance. 


En eee will, AC. 


When Sor became our gracious Queen, In 


The Church of England's Glory, 


Another Face of Things was ons 


So l became a Tory. 


1 Occaſional Conformiſts baſe f 
I damn'd, and Nloderation, 8 
And prov'd the Church in Danger was OS 


From ſuch Prevarication. 


* Ad this is what I will, &c, 


* 
; 5 8 
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When Gee corge the Firſt to * came o'er, 
And moderate Men look'd big, Sir, 
I turn'd tie Cat i” th* Pan once more, 
And ſo became a Whig, Sir. 
Thus new Preferments I procur'd 
From that great F abe Deſendr, : 


9 And almoſt ev'ry Day abjur d 


„ And wes is wat 4 will, &c. 


The Pope and the Pretender. e 
And this i is what [ [ eG, &c. 
. VII. 

From krſt, to forond | Gree ſecure 
The Crown is now deſcended ; 
For in that righteous Title, ure! f. i 1 
N.oł Flaw can be pretended. 

” So my old Coat will ſerve me Kill 
” ; With little Alteration; 1 1 
5 And he's a Rogue that turn it will, 

5 When there ne Occaſion. 


VIII. 


And now v the Lins of Hiker; 


And Proteſiant Succeſſion, N 
For theſe I'll preach, and pray, and ſwenr, 
While they can keep Poſſeſſion: 
1 hus in my Faith and Loyalty 

No Man can fay, I faulter, 
And Frederick perchance may be 


My King, if Times don t alter, 
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For this is what [ will matiitain 
Unto my dying Day Sill, 

Tat whatſeever King ſhall reign, _ 
Vll be the Vicar of Bray fill. 


A LITTLE 1 IS Hl. 


R A N T me, Gods, a lth Seat, 
5 Modern built, and furniſh'd neat ; 
2 Ls it ſtand on riſing Ground, 5 
Tor a Proſpect all around; =» 

Call the Manſion Cetuper's Hill. 

From the Mount a Little Ril! 
Let Mæand'ring gently flow 
Thro' the verdant Vale below. 

. Add 4 littl; Garden to't, | 

| Planted, walld, and well laid out; 
And a little Bow'r therein, 
Little Bower ever-green, 

And a little ſhady Grove, 

Or, for Study, or for Love; 
And ſome /ittle Trees tha t bear, 
Pippin, Cherry, Plumb, and Pear; 
And the Apricot and Peach, 2 

On the Wall within my Resch; 
- And each fragrant Flow'r that grows, 
8 Fragrant Flower for the Noſe; 


And the Roſe in all its Pride, 
I Blooming Robe, for blooming Bride ; 


Par II. a 8 
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. Tulips too in richeſt Shew, 
'Fulips g ay 5 as birth- night Beau, 
Let us now go ina Door, 
And ſee what to ask for more : 
Grant, ye Pow' rs, à little Wine, 
For a Gueſt that comes to dine, 
And a Stock of mild and ſtale, 


Honeſt Neighbours to regale, 


And October ſtrong and mellow, 

Tubes and Weed for hearty Fellow, 
Thoſe in Ce/trian Moulds compreſt, 

This of Meeth's very beſt: 

Cordials too in Cupboard be, 

Rum, Arrack, and Ratifia; 5 
No. and then a little Cup 

- Serves to keep the Spirits up. 

As a Sportſman, give me Hats,” 


Some for Chace, and ſome for Courſes, | 


And a Pack of little Hounds, 

Jo drive Reynard o'er the Downs: 
Grant for theſe 2 fit E Nate, 

5 Nor 1 too little, nor too great. 

But it ask again 1 thall,. : 

I wil ask what's all in all; 

Gn a liitle pretty 5 e 4 

For to grace my little Houſe; 

Let her have Complexion fair, 


Sparkling Eyes, and auburn Hair, 8 


Skin as white as Neck of On 


| Smiling | 
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Smiling Looks, and ruby Lips, 
Waiſt that tapers to her Hips, 


And fine Arms that eaſy fall, 
And foft Hands, and Fingers ſmall, 


Skili'd to touch the warbling Strings, 
When her Lays, or mine ſhe ſings: 


Ls Let her frank and pleaſant be, 


To my Friends, as well as me; 

And with Wit and Beauty” S Charms, 
Glad my Heart and bleſs my Arms: 
Be the Produce of our Joys, 

Little Girls, and little Boys. 

O! the Sweets of ſuch a Liſe, 


To be bief'd with fuch a Wiſe! 


Grant but theſe, may I be poor, 
= When I ask a e more. 


— 


| Vensrs ſont ts ET on bis Buch- 
: I” 7 4 a FRIEND of the Dean's. 


0 you, my true, and faithful F riend, 
Theſe tributary Lines I ſend, 


BY Which ev'ry Year, thou beſt of Deans, : 


I'll pay as long as Life remains; 
But did you 3 one half the Me 


5 What Work, what racking of the Brain, 


It coſts me for a ſingle Clauſe, 55 
How long I'm forced to think, and pauſe, 5 


| How box 1 dwell upon a Prem, 
2 - To introduce your Birth-Day Poem, 


F How . 
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Jow many blotted Lines [ 1 it, 
You'd have compaſſion for the Poet. 
| Now to deſcribe the Wa ;& 8 think, 
| I take in Hand my Pen and Ink, | 
T rub my Forchcad, ſcratch my Head, 
Revolving all the Rhymes I read., 
Each complimental Tb ſublime, 
Reduc'd by fav'rite Pepe to rliy me, 
And thoſe b you to C writ, | 
With tric Simplicity, and Wit; 5 VVV 
Vet after all I cannot find | | 

One Panegyrick to my Mind, 

Now I bevin to fret, and Det, 
Something I ſchem'd, bu t quite forgot; 

My Fancy turns A thouſand Ways 
Tho all the ſey'ral Forms of Praiſe, | 
What Elopy may beſt become 

The greateſt Dean in Chriſten 4m. 5 
At laſt T've hit upon a Thought - 

8 Sure this will do—'tis good for naught | 
This Line 1 peeviſhly c: i 
And chuſe another! in its Place; 

Again Itry, again commence, 
But cannot well expreſs the Senſe, : 
"The Line's too ſhort to hold my Meaning, : 
I'm crampt, and cannot bring the Dean in. 
O for a Rhyme to glorious Birth! | 
Tue hit upon't—the Rhyme is Earth— 
But how to bring it in, or At it, 


1 Know not, fo 1 m forc d to quit it. 


—— 


Again 


2. 
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AL try-Lel ting the Man 


Ai 3% vs Sah bus. il you can; 


Iiſn with a Um; Hs art you . 
Where Horace no w aiive he cou'd not 5 
And will you venture to purſue, 


What none alive or dead cou'd do? * 


Pray tee did ever Pape or Gay 


Preſume to write on his Birth-Day, 


Tho' both were fav'rite Bards of mine, 0 
The Task they wilely did decline. 
With Grief I felt his Admonition ; 
And much lamented my C anita. 
Becauſe I cou'd not be content 
Without ſome grateful Compliment. 
If not the Poct, ſure the Friend 
Muſt ſomething on your Birth-Day ſend, 
 Iferatch'd, and rubb'd my Head once more, 
Let ev ry Patriot him adore, | 5 
Alack-a- day there's nothing in = 
ouch Stuff will never do in print. 


Pray, reader, ponder well the Sequel, 


1 1 hope this Epigram will take well. 


In others, Life is deem'd a / apaur, 5 


Ii Swift it is a laſting Taper, 
 WWigje Blaze continually refines, 
The more it burns, the mare it ſhines. 


I read this Epigram again, 


"Tis much to flat to fit the Dean. 
Then don lay ſome Scheme to dream on, 
: Aſſiſted by ſome friendly Demon: 5 


45 


I ſept 


2 — — 
— Ys — 


46 The Mor) $ Vacanins; ; 
4 gept and dream'd that! ſhou'd meet 
A Birth. Day Poem in the Street; 
So after all my Care, and Rout, a 
Lou fee, dear Dean, my Dream is out. 


„ = The {econd Day of May, the Hour 
| JI 0 tell you, is not in my Tr, 
| That H-/t-ngs Ingr—m then 5 pay, 5 
(Eſquire, I'd forgot to ay) 8 „ 
The uſual Offeririzs of Eaſter, 


— 1 


The W Receipt tea oc e 5 a Som 


rel between ue Ingr—m of Great Wool- 


ford in Wu wickſhire, and the Curate of 
the ſame Place, who was poor enoveh; and 1 
the Squire would give him no more for i 


__ Eaſter Offerings than juſt «chat be conld de- 


mand, viz. Two-pence a Head : Accordingly FOE 


ſends lis Footman with Six-pence, and bids _ 
Lim bring @ Receipt. The Curate ſate down, 
and, cel, Le lation, Wrote bn the for 


| Twine. 


"NO W every Chriſtian Man 5 
In ſeventeen Hundred thirty-five, . 


n 


1 0 Imprimis, Offerings VCC 4- 

Item, the ſame for Mary Porter, „ 8 

lem, for Themas, Tem that's Shorter. 0 0 2 

II. ce times . that's two times 
7 three, nt En ; < o O 6 5 

Or Jawful Money—let me ec Los „ 


7 © 
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To me the Curate of Great Walferd, 
And here is my Receipt in full for't, 
And by theſe Preſents I diſcharge, : 
Acquit, releaſe, and ſet at large, 
Squire II. ines Ingr—m aforeſaid, 
His Servant · Man and Servant-Maid, 
Or any Children cf their Loins, _ 
| Their Heirs, Executors, and Aſhgns, 
- Child, Executor, there be, | 
2 Heir, to any of the Three: 
And now in witneſs of eee 3 
I hereanto ſubſcribe my Name. J. FREE. 


r 


— 2 


The e . Diſappainted Muira. 


5 H 0 w N your Projectors fare, 


That Build their Caſtles in the in 


wo Still tore ring on from Scheme to ee 
oo hey top Olympus in a Dream: 

But waking, find (nineteen 5 th Score, | 
ts hemſclves f. ir /wer than 7 8. 
8 Or theſe the Inſtances are many, 


And this will ſerve as well as any. 
It happen'd on a Summer's Day, 15 


1 oy Country Laſs as fro/b as May, 
RED Deck'd i in a wholeſome ruſſet Gown, 
Bo | Was going to next Mar ret Town, 
30 6. ith her Leeks, 0 imply clean, 5 5 
35 04d take her for a A. De 8 


Se, 


„ The Musz's VacARIES3 _ 
Save, lead of Garland ( ſays my ee 
Her #1:ad bore Brindy's loaded Pail, 

As en her Way ſhe paſs'd along, bY 
1 She hun'd the Fragments of a Sing. 
She did not hum jor want of Th bought, 
| But pleas'd with what to ale ſhe brought, 
She reckon'd, by her ez Account. 
When all was ſold, the whole Amount: 5 
Thus We—In Time, this little Ware | 
May turn to great Account with Care, = 
My Milt being ſold foro and fo, 
PII buy ſome Eggs as Markets go, 
And ſett them At the Time I fix =; 
Theſe Eggs will bring as many Chicks 5 
Til ſpare no Pains to feed em well, | 
They'll bring vaſt Profit when they fell: 
Wich thi 118, III buy a little Pig, „„ 
And when tis grown up fat and big. 


I'Il fell it, whether Bear or Sew, 8 l 1 . ö 
And with the Money buy a Cow. F 
This Coro will ſurely have a Calf. 5 8 x 

And there the Prefit's half and half: - ys 1 


Beſides there's Butter, Milt and Cheeſe, 3 : 
To keep the Market when I pleaſe. | 
All which Pil fell, and buy a Farm. N 

Ihen ſhall of Sweet-Hearts have a 7 THO | 
O! then for Ribbands, Gloves, and Rings. 85 
Ay! more than twenty pretty Thing: 
One brings me this, another that, rh, 
And I ſhall have—the Lord knows what! ?:! 
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Fir- d with the Thoughts, the frantick Laſs, 
Of what was thus to come to paſs, 
Fler Heart beat ſlrong, ſhe gave a Bound, 
And down came Milb-pail on the Ground. 
Eggs, Fawls, Pig, Hog, (ah ! well o Day A 
Cow, Cas and hk ns Juan away. 


FE Pris 11 5 Inflruttin ns, thin 


75 which 20 Perſon can be an Exoiſeman, 


Aienngu J. ult 


— Things it is neceſſ my that he learn the Art « 
 Arithmetick, 


Which Art unleſs] he wholly underſtand, he with- | 


out doubt can be no Exci/eman. 


Now the Art of Arithmetick is this, to o know how 


to o multiply, and how to divide Defunt pauca. 


A Number ; 3 and yet they are Deſunt plurimd. 


For like as we are compelled by the Rules of - Arith- ” ” 
| metick, to acknowledge ray Fi igure by itſelf to have. 2 


Signification and Form: 


Hloſbever would be an e before al : 


. The I 5a Figure, the 2.4 bb cothe and ths 3 a Fi 
n 
The I is Mehr: the” 2 2 Number, and the 3 5 


* * . 
* 
. — 122 2 — 


So we are forbidden by the Rules of right Reaſon, „„ 


do ſay that each of them have three ee, or 


three Foy ers. 


H Ee The 


A 


£0 | The Mvsz's Vacanes. 
The 2 is of the 1's alone, not abſtracted, nor de- 


1 pen ing, but produced. 


The 3 is of the 1 and 2, not abſtracted, nor te" 

pending, nor produced, but derived, 80 chere is one 5 
Figure 'of I. De, int nonnulls. e = 
He therefore : chat will be an Exciſman, muſt thus 
era his Figures. L e 
PFurtnermore, it is neceſſary to the Preſervation of 7 
+ "WU Place, that he alſo believe Tightly. the Authority 1 I 
bol his Superviſor, — '.!1 

For his Iatereſt is, that be: believe and confeſs | 

ny that his Supe: viſor, the Servant of the Commiſſioners, 
T7 VEfter and Man : Maſter of the Exciſeman, | having 


Power from the Commiſſioners to inſpect his Books 1 5 
and Man. to the Commiſſioners, being © obliged to re- — 


5 turn! 1418 Accounts. 


Perfect Matter * 1 8 of: an . = 


onable Soul and frail Fleſh ſubfiſting: equal W 1 


Commiſſioners, as touching that Reſpect which i * th By 


him by the Exciſeman, and inferiour to the Com- ; 


: miſioners, as touching their Profit and Salary. — 
Vhoc altho? he be Maſter and Man, is not two, 1 


5 bur one Superviſor, 


One not by Confuſyh | 
his Authority: for his Seal and Sign Manual perfect 


of Place, but 3 N af: .4 


his Comiſſion, his Gauging the Veſſels, and inſpect- 1 


ing the Excuemer's Books, is What makcs him Su- 1 
n ; 7 | 


Who travels that thick and thin, and fuffers moſt * 


1 from, Heat or r Cold, to fave us from the Addition of © | 
: Oe Taxcs, "= 
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Taxes, or Deficiencies i in the Funds, by Corruption 
or Inad vertency. | 
Who thrice in ſeven Days goes his Rounds, end 
once in ſix Wecks meets the Collectors, who ali 
come to judge between the Exciſeman and Victu ser 
At whoſe coming all Exciſeman ſhall bring i in their „ 
4 Accounts. and the Victuallers their Money. 1 
And they that have well done, by prompt Payment, : 
- ſhall be well treated. e 
And thoſe that have done in, by 1 1 in their = 
5 Fp ſhall be caſt into Jall: and the Exciſe- 
men whoſe Books are blotted, or Accounts OY" ; 
able, ſhall be turned out of their Places. 5 
Theſe are the Rules, which except a Man follows, 
he cannot be an Exciſentan. Eg 
Honour to the Commiſſioners, Paige to the Su- 
| pervilor, and Bribery to the Exciſeman, 
As it was from the Beginning, when Taxes were” 
firſt laid upon Malt, is now, and ever n be till 
= the Debts of the Nation are paid.” = 
: = AMEN, | 


0 nd Oe OF — wand 


CN 


* 9 * * — 


* On a te Ld _ bis W nfs, 5 1 We. 


Od each other in wn 4 Love-Poem. 


; 
Ll 
L 


8 Richie and Pattie fat up very late, | 
Each a Pen in the Hand, anda Muſe in the Pars 


: | 5 The Deſign was to finiſh a Piece on Enjoyment; EE 
| 1, 0 ye Gods [ F or the Authors how fit the Employ ment! 1 


H 5 5 3 | 


Tͤube fiercer ſtill ſhe louſy Scrub repeats, 


„ The Mosx- «Vaoakins 


Dick cry 9, Deareſt, find me a Crambo to bliſe, 5 
Patt ſtretch'd cut her Neck, and anſwer'd, a---Kiſs. 

The Prologue begun, there's no more to be ſaid; 
They ſtrip'd, and ſoon finiſh'd the Poem in Bed. 


s — „ 4 * 
ET _— 


—_——— 


The InviNC18r. F Wire. 


Poem recls knw; © o'er charg d with many a Pot, : 
| Where vixen Sue berates the drunken St. 
Silence, he cries—and his dread Cudgel waves, . . 
Threats but provoke: And Suſan louder raves. 
What! threſh thy Wife? thou nitty louſy Serub * 
Loy, quoth he? —nay, then thy Sides I'll d ru. 
| The Scold turns Fury now: The more he beats, 0 as 


Enrag'd, he ſeiz'd and dragg'd her to the Well, 


Il cool thy Courage, or thy Tongue P11 quell. _ ops ; : 6 
Ducking thy Caſe, poor Buckram, little mends, : bo 
She had her Leſſon at her Finger's Ends. 
” Sows'd over Head, her Arms ſhe raiſes high, . 
5 And Fg Nails the Want of Tu wool. | - 
2 be Dit Cara, Io 1 Hard Caſe 3 
Bar a true T AL E. 1 
1 o . an „ ee . F 
11 Do, in this buſtling World, we ff 
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Deſcry, quite all around uus 
What ſelfiſn Souls ſurround us“ 
All ſeek their own Advantage 
Both old, —and thoſe that want Age. 
Naught elſe is now worth — 
But what ſome gain we find i in. 
Sincerity ſo ſcarce is, 
True Friendſhip all a Farce i is. 
Son, Father, Siſter, Brother, 
Will hardly help each other. 
So that on broken Reeds we 
Do reſt, if, in our Needs, we 
Another's Care depend on, 
Or think, due help he'll lend one. 
In Matters of Importance, 
So few, t aſſiſt, afford Hands, 
That each one (I proteſt, Sir,) 
Does his own Bus neſs beſt, Sir. 1 
That this is not device all.— 
EK.ind, courteous Reader! 1 hall, | 
As well as Iam able, 
Slow, by th enſuing Fable. : 
Once, on a Time, a Curate, 
Too Hardſhips much inured, 
With Pain Was diſemboguing : — 
(Say not, that Pm for roguing 
With facred Things. In Troth, $i: „ 
I much reſpect the Cloth, Sir; 
And think ſuch Sort of mocking, 
Tho Alamade, moſt ſhocking, 


1 e Mosz' 8 VAGARIES} 


Beſides,.—O rev'rend Clergy | 

With no great Fault I charge ye, ray 

When [ aver, that ye do, £22 
As well as Cælia, fþ—t too. 
However, by the Sequel, 

Of this, you'll find I ſpeak well ; 
Showing this Church's true Son 


Was, by no Means, a looſe one, 


Whether then Lay, or Rev rend, 
| Your Pardon let inc crave, Friend, 
Digreſfons too excuſe, Sun:: 
I' now my Tale purſue, Sir.) 

In LI ſe of Office, ſtraining, . 


8 A Prizft was thus complaining— | 


N /—belp me, Cloacina ! 
i AR ſt a poor Divine, hah 5 
| Who, ſure, muſt quite be loſt, if. 
He long remain ſo caſtive. 
O Heay? 113! how does it pain us, 
chen thus the tortur'd Auus 
I; rack'd, and almoſt rended, 
By being ſo diſtended! _ 

Dear Friends !—Hallo ye mind me 2 
Come !. -quickly come, behind me. 
Dip, dip in Oil, a Feather, 

And bring, O! bring it hither. 
Anoint the Part affected: . 

Why am I thus neglected ! 5 

Lard —Lard there's no enduring * 

a Sweet Cuk e thruſt. a Scure | in. 


7 
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By little and by little, 5 
The Button are fo brittle,.— 
Perhaps, vou'll diſunite m: 
But, Oh I ner ſhall ſ—'em. 
Fet ſhou'd—{O fad Diſaſter 43 

They cling together faſter, | 

' Your Hand, dear Butler, try ſeon ; 
Or el, I ſure ſhall die ſoon, 

Your Art, if us'd Ciſcreetly, —: 

Wou'd do the Thing moſt lueetiy. 

This excremental Cort, Sir, 
A Bittle-Scrue, or Fork, Sir, 


> Methinks, if handled choicely, | 
„„ YES pull out wond'rous nicely, 


Some ſuch Device (I dare ſay) 
Would eaſe my aching A—, (hab !) 0 5 


Zooks! how it ſmarts and tingles, 


Worſe, than the worſt of / ngles ! 


Or Boil thoce' c'er fo fiery: 


Come Come how wy thy are ye! 1 
Shall I be helpt by no Man? 55 
Where here's my Lady's 77 man. ? 
| Oh! Some good Body, bring her: : 
She has a neat light Finger, 
Help '—(hah !) ſome Help © ſend me; 3 


_ Or—{hab!)=the Pain will end me. 


Tle ſpoke but none would anſwer ; Ip 


Ana begg\dbutallin vain, Sir, 


Not onc—/ales poor Parſe: ! 75 
. Had Pity, 15 poor A— on... 


| Irs | 


868 The Mos?” $ VAGARIES: * 
It's true the griuning Steward 
Had, with Attention due, heard 

The Prięſi's ſad Enn. 
And loud Vociferation: 
Let, (Vurlet moſt provoking 5 
Was much diſpos'd for Jaaking, on 

He, like a Senſeleſs giddy Fool, 

Turn'd all, I vow, to ridicule ; L 
And, far from an Aſſi ſtant, 
Made &en a perfect Jeſt on't. 
For thus, in Manner jeering, 

N 22 Bailiff fell a ſneering. 
Hallo !—why, Sirs Flac are ye all? 
Fer ſhame ! how can ye tarry all? 


' Ye're all a Sleep, or deaf, ſure: 
___ What !——none of you at Leiſure! 


Why don't ye help the Chaplain : , 
He'll be quite ſpent with erappling 
Wich this ſame co/ftive Malady - 


Poor Gentleman 01 83 
Run, run for Doll, the Dai. Mad; 


Who may, perchance, with care, him aids 
For, in ſome private Caſes 
Of pulling diſmal Faces, 
In'giving help, ſhe's no Dunce: 


As ſhe as has more than ſhow'd once, 


She can—if need require it, , = 
And groaning Girls deſire it, — 
Supply the Midwife's Abſence: 
And he tov may, perhaps, hence 
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Have Help if they'll but bring her,) 
From her experienc'd Finger. 
What -all ſtand at a Diſtance! 
5 Nome come to his Aſſiſtance; 

Do none of ye regard then 

The Chaplain, of one Farthing? 

Nor how he rent and tore is? 
O Tempora O Meres ! 

Nor care at all, if eder, | 
(Diſtracting Thought !) or never, 
His Stool and he be parted? 
O is not this hard-hearted ? 

Dear Doctor I'm fo ſorry * 

My very Heart aches for you, 

May gracious Heav'n defend ye! 
But, ſhou'd this hard Bout end ye, 


Fou'll be refed, I know, Sir, 1 


You'll forgive ev'ry Foe, Sir, 
Will to your Faith be ſteady, | 
And your Accounts have ready, 

T heſe are the Pray'rs moſt fervent, 
| Of, Sir, your humble Servant. 
The Butler, with his red Noſe, 

: Whom each one better fed knows, 
Than taught, ſaid thus ;— I fear, it 


Was drinking too much Claret, 


a That prov'd the dire Occaſion | 


DT” all this ſore Vexation, 


Howe'er, — before we're ſent hence, 
: The Stool of true F Is „ i 


Ie, | heya Friend, —in Deed, is. 


3 The Nb $ Vacant; ; 
Does well for all to /it on. 

And ſo, —ſwcet dir pray fht on. 

| Thus, thus by all unminded, 

The poor, ret Divine did 

Receive theſe lame Excu les, 

Thee Inſults and Abuſes. 

Some, I think, leſs ſevere were ; ; 

And leem” d to be ſincerer. 

One ſaid,.— 0 ſhuffling Ervin “ 

5 other Time he'd ſerve him. 

With Pains oft interrupted, 

PO d Sir Rev'rend ſnufted. — 

Whoc' 22 2 Friend, — in Need, is, 

* ſhou'd nvi=—make ſuck—Sport, ſure, 5 

- With this ny grievous Torture. : 

: Ye re—certainly fine — Bodies: OD 0 

5 But, —Oh !—the Sqrire—ſhall know this, 

„ length ræcliſa . _ 

Witch recollected F orce, he— | 

(Tho! , till the more it pain'd him, Bo 

Grinn'd, ſtamp'd, and ſtar'd, and rain” d him, 

| To make the Matter ſhort, Sir, | 2 
The ſtrenuous brave Effort, Sir, 

80 wond'rous well ſucceeded, 

T bat what, fo long, unhecded 

Had, in pojler. or Gap, lain, - 

The, poor Ne :JeQed Cha plain, . 

In vig'rous Sort, exploded, 

And the grier 'd Cut unloaded, 


Thus 


a” 


Thus fore'd—(OQ hard Condition * 
Joo be his own Phyſician, — 
Compleat, this Aral. Mender 
De ſir'd, the Cure, to render. 
For whi ch Intent, effectual, he 
: Found Lenitive Electu ry. : 


* 


Av m_ „ a CirnGyMAN to his 
Friend. Deſcribing the bab Ty of a 
Country Parſon, 1 


Dear Sir, „ 
Egarding neither Blame nor Praiſe, e 
Whether I merit Birch or Bays, 
- For once I will attempt in Rhine 


Teuoo tell you how I ſpend my Time. 
 tmprimis, then, in Summer Yannis. - 
The Sun and I do riſe together; 
Then hurrying IVilliam out to plavgh, 


I call to Anne to milk her Cow: 
Then take my Cane, and walk at 4 
To ſee what Pigs are in my Peaſe, 


Where, if I ſpy the grunting Snout, 


dlap, and Keeper hunts them out; 
Then mend the Gap by driving Stake faſt, 


| And Home again to take my Breakfaſt. 


Now all the Time, till Breakfaſt ends, ; 


We talk o'er all our Ongar Friends: 


And thus perhaps my Wife begins, 


3 1 can but think Sir John had Twins; 


Se. 
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12 an How 


= Haw hl: ſays he, do Things go on? 
Some can have two, while ſome have none. 
Nos ſuch Diſcourſe to me is grating, ; 
So II turn ff to other Prating, 


And talk of Sir Jn * $ Marrying, - 


And Lady's Mary's late Miſcarrying, . 
Or any other foreign Chat, . 
To rid her Head and Thoughts of that: 


Tho? whiſp'ring now my Thoughts to thee, £76 


I think it hard as well as ſhe, 
But tell me, do your Cheeks neer burn * 
For _ are talk'd of in your Turn 3 
Nay ev'ry one, without a Lye, = 
From good Sir John to poor ill Spicer. 
| Now loit'ring thus as long as fitting, 
It my Books, and ſhe to knitting; 5 
But by the Way of talking this, 5 
We never part without a Kiss; 
And ev'ry Morning thus from Manday | 
I'm thinking what to ſay on Sunday, 
And ſo fit muſing all alone, 
Until our Pariſh- Clock ſtrikes one; 1 
When from the loweſt Stair I hear 


1 My Wife call out- Come down, my Dear, 


For Dinner's ready where I ſee. 

A decent plain Frugality. „„ 
There's nothing wanting, nor profuſe, 
A well- fed Duck, or ſeaſon'd Gooſe, 
Or Beans or Peas, or Barn-Door Hen, 
Or roaſted Pig, my Due from ten; 


60 Se Mus 8 Visi 1 


1 
4 
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| Nor i in the Seaſon am without 


The ſilver Eel or ſpeck1'd Trout: 


And tho? I almoſt keep from Wine, 
As ſtrict as Zews abſtain from Swine, 
Vet does my Sideboard never fail 
Too furniſh Beer or well-brew'd Ale; 
Nor a Deſert, when Fruit is ripe: 
And after that I take my Pipe. 
That done, why then I nod perhap, 
And lean my Head to take a Nap. | 
Mean while ſome honeſt Friend does come, 
And ask my Maid, if I'm at Home? 
If fifty Pounds he rents a Year, | 
al him then to draw his Chair, 
And looking in the empty JS, 


8 I call to fetch another Mug. 


With him diſcourſing, I am told 

How at laſt Fair the Cattle ſold, 

And many uſeful Things I ee, 
As when to plough, and when to ſow, 
When to manure in proper Time, 

And which is fitteſt Dung or Lime. 

So talk we till he leaves my Houſe, 

Then thank him, and ſalute his Spouſe; 

And being of a well-bred Nation, 

He fays he'll uſe my Commendation : | 
Tiis well accepted by the Dame, 
And ſhe returns it with ſome Cream. 

And now the Sun extends the Shade, 

We walk perhaps in neighb'ring Mead. 


Cloſe 
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Cloſe by whoſe verdant flow ry Side 

The ſilver Waves in Murmurs glide, 
Where ſporting Fiſh with ſudden Riſe _ 
Catch at the too unwary Flies, 

Or where ſome Fiſher with his Flook 
Watches his Float with careful Look: 
Or elſe beneath a ſpreading Oak _ 

I fill another Pipe and ſmoak, 

And ſee my Lambs their F rolicks play: 
And fo your Friend waſtes out the Day. 
Then Home returning, Pray'rs are ſaid, 
Millu akes his Bow, ard all to bed. 


EAxs had oil the Verſe 1 
But now it makes a Verſe the more. 8 


But now, methinks, you take me up here, 


What all to bed without a Supper * 
- Why, Faith, I own I would conceal, 
What tis no credit to reveal ; 
hut yet, if that would give you WY 
oo Tis picking Bones, or toaſted Cheeſe, 
And this cancludes at preſent, 


From 
Your faitful humble Servant, 


Ton. 


„ | 
You know there s$ no o Epiſtle ends 


Without ſaluting of our Friends: 
My duty then attends my Mother, 
: My Love to Siſter and to Brother ; 5 


or, ibe Merry Mortal 5 Companion. 


And, not to make my Letter longer, | 
Salute 41 LET riends in e 0 


6 


—_ 


The Mirarex PHYSICIANS. 


T w 0 able Phyſicians as Cer preſcrib'd Phyſick, 
On B's Illneſs were ſent for to CH c. 


Flach took my L—4's Pulle, and moſt ſolemnly felt it, 


Then call'd for his Urine, view'd, taſted, and ſmelt it; 
On fight of the Water A= cry'd out, it was plain, 
That my L had a Fever, and muſt breath a Vei ein; 
Lou are right, Brother M, and beſide, added S 55 | 


: 75 Who voided this Water no doubt had a Stone: 


5 You're out, quoth the Nurſe, you've both of _ miſt it; 5 5 
_ For | it was not wang L-d, but Fn FR that 0 F ir. 


- 8 


* 


| 5 75 their ExceLLENCiEs the Lords Juices ; 


+ = Ireland. , 
The Humble Petition of Frances Harris, 


3 = Who muſt Stare, and die a Maid * it mica. _ 


| rs. 


=  Humbl . 1 FD 5 
55 "=. I went to warm myſelf i in Lady Bay: 
: Chamber, becauſe I was cold, 

And I had in a Purſe, Seven Pound Four Shillings and : 
Six e beſides Farthings, in Money and Gold 3 


* Dr. Mead: ©: T Sir Han Sloane. 
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85 So becauſe I had been 1 TP for. my Lady laſt : 


Nin, 
I was reſolved to tell my Money, to ſee if it was right: 
Now you muſt know, becauſe " Trunk has 2 
bad Lock, | | = | 
Therefore all the Money I have, which Ged knows, 
zs a very ſmall Stock, 
I keep in my rel As about my middle, next my | 
"MCT. — 


So when I went to ut up my Purſe, as God would : 


have it, my Smock was unript, 


5 And inſtead of putting it into my pocket, down i it fipe: 
Then the Bcll Tun and! I went your.” to 1 5 5 


Lady o Bel, 


And, God knows, | 1 thought my Morey was as fafe | 


___ as my Maidenhead. 


So when I came up again, I found my Pocket . 


very light, 


| But when I ſearch'd, and wis d my Purſe, La! 1 | 


thought I ſhould have ſunk outright : 


Inet Madam, fays Mary, how Tye do? Indeed, 


ſays I, never worſe, 


= But pray, Alam, can you. tell what Thave 0 dons with 1 


my Purſe! 


| Lord help 1 me, aid Mary, I never Aired out at this | 8 


Place! 


5 Nay, ſaid J, 1 bad it in Lady Betty 5 Chamber, that 5 = 


a2 plain Cafe. 


1 So Mary got me to Bed, and 3 me up warm; „ 
However, ſhe ſtole e Kamen, tar. I might = 
do myſelf no Harm: 3 


7. 


2 

* 

o 
4 


r *. * 
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; Sol tumbl'd and tos d all Night, as you _ TO 
woell think, . 5 
But hardly ever ſet my Eves together, or lept a Wink. 
S0 I was a-dream'd, methought, that we went and 


ſearch'd the Folks round; 


And i in a Corner of Mrs. Dukes $ Box, 90 i ina Rag 


the Money was found. 


So next Morning we told nul, and be fell a Swear- 8 


ing: 


| Then my Du nabe, came, and the, you know, 755 
is thick of Hearing 1 
Dame, ſaid I, as loud as I could bau! Do you know : 


What a Loſs I have had? _ 


Nay, ſaid ſhe, my LANG. * cue. Folks are all ö 


very ſad, 


For my Lord + 8 a Tueſday without fall; "2 
Pugh! faid I, but that's not the Buſineſs that I ail. 
5 days Cary, ſays he, I have been a Servant this Fi ve 


and Twenty Vears, come Spring, 


5 Andi in all the Places I liv'd 1 never heard of fuch Ty _ 


Thing. 


5 Ves, ſays the Steward, I remember when 1 was at my 5 


Lady Shrewsbury's, 


Suc cha Thing as this happen d, juſt about the 2 time 4 ; 


Ga: berries. | 


So I went to the Party ſuſpeed, and 1 found her full 5 
of Grief; 


(Now you mu know, of all Things in the World, : 


] hate 2 Thief.) 55 


Galla h NET 4 Drogheda. 
Pant ; TEL = However, 


66 The Mr Vieanin 
However, I Was refolv'd to — the Diſcourſe ſlily 
..: cut: 


Ve. Dukes, aid I, here” 5 an ugly Accident has fal- 
len out; 


Tis not that 1 value the Money three Skips of a 
Louſe : --- 
But the Thing I 0 upon, is 5 the Credit of f the 

Houſe: | | | 
"Tis true, Seven Prod” Four Sbillings and Six 
Pence, makes a great He le in my Wages ; 5 
Beſides, as they fay, Servi ice is no | Inheritance | in theſe | 
Ages. 5 55 4 EN 
Now. Mrs, Dukes, vou a know, and every Body un- 
derſtauds, 1 1 To 
That the' tis hard t to jade 36, vet Maney can't go ths 
QUE Hands. * 
The Devil take me, Crd ſhe, (bleſing herſelf) if [ ever 
„ Gw't | 


| 80 ſhe. ar 1 like a Balan, az tho! I had a her 
all dee NI tt 


— 


: So, you know, wha t could: [ fay t to \ her any more; 


I een left her, and came away as vite as I was dete . 
5 Well; But then they would have had me gone to the e 


Cunnirg Man; 3 . | | | 
| No, 6 ſaid I, tis the fam? 1 hing, the Chaplain will be | 
here anon. | 8 | | 


80 the Chaplain came in Nos lle Serrants fay he is 1 


my Sweeth eark, 


Becauſe he's always in wy C ham: er, | and [ always : 
take my Part 5 5 | 


33 
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5 fo, as the Devil would have it, before was aware, 
Out I blunder q, 
c Pon. ſaid IJ, can you caſt a Na ativit when a Rudy! 8 
plwunder' d! ? | | 
(Now you muſt know, he hate: to be call 4 Parſmn, 
ke the Devi.) 
FT ruly, fays he, Mrs. Neb, it might become you to 
| be more civil: | - es 
. I your Money be 2 ne, As 2 learned Divine ay, 
1 l d' ye ſee, 
Von are no Text for my Handling, ſo take har from me : 
I Vas never taken for a Canjurer beivie, I's have you 
to know. | 


Lord, ſaid ], don t be; angry, Tam ſure never thought 
you ſo ; | 7 | 


| DD, ou know, I honour the Cloth, Tvelign : to bed Par- 
 jon's Wife, 


| 7 never took one in Hour Ceat for a Caonjurer i in 1 all my 
e 


3 WW ith that, ke twiſted Ef Girdle at me like a. Rope, 
as who ſhould ſay, 


Now you may go hang yourſelf for me, and fo went 
away. 5 
Well, I thought 1 ſhould have ſwoon” d F ard, bad 
— 3 what ſhall I do? - 
ot, I have loſt my 1Toney, and mal loſe my B too. 
. Then my Lord call'd me; e ſaid wy; L, | 


don't cry, 


T1 give ſomething towards thy L 3 and. fays my - 
" fo will I. 


K 2 N 


68 The Mus- 8 iini 


e l but, ſaid 7 ; what if aſter all my Chaplain won * 


come t? 


Fi. de that, he ſaid ary t pleaſe your r Fredo) muſt | 
| Petition you, 8 


i The Premiſes tenderly co n ſidered, Idefire your 5 ecel- : Tp 


 ternties Protection. 
Andthatl may have a Share i in next at key $ Colle&ion: 


And over and aboy e, that 1 — have your Exceilen- 5 


eie e,, 

Wich an Order for the Chaplain aforeail; or, inflead. 
of him, a better : 

And then your poor Pet: timer, both Nigbt nn} . 

Or ihe Chaplain 2 tis his Ty meds): as in TING bound, 

hall ever I. 4. . : 


f tr 


ie CREMONA FIDDLE. 
- 4 Celebrated Son. N 
7 0 the Tu une of the Abbot of Canterbury. 


5 v E Lads and ye Laſſes that live at Lengleat, 5 
5 Where, they fay, there's no End of ” Drink 
and good Meat. 


5 Where the Poor fill their Bellie the Rich receive 4 


Honour, 
So great and ſo ou. is the Lord of the 1 


Derry down, Fay ; = 


> Vs Nymphs, and ye Seins that inhabit the Place, 
Give ear to my Song of a Fidler's hard Caſe ; s - 2 
For it is of 4 Fiddle, ſweet Fiddle I fing, 

A ſofter and ſweeter did never wear String. — 


_ ad | 
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Mlelpomene, lend me the Ai of th» Art, ” 
Whilſt T the ſad Fate of this fas age : 
For never had Fiddle a Fortune fo. bad; „ 
155 Which ſhows the beſt T —_— the work F ortune have ; 
had. | 


: "This Fiddle of Fiddles, ven it came to be try 4, 

Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſoft as a Bride; 

This Fiddle to fee, and its Muſick to hear, 
Gave Delight to the Ey e, while it Tay rind the Ear: | 


But firſt, 1 Wal Beg of this Fiddle O Country ; ; 
| Tuas born, and 'twas bred in fair Italy, 


= Ina Town where the Marſhal of France had the Hap 1 "i 


( Er tune de la Guerre Jt to be 3 in a Trap. 


5 = An now, FREIE ſung of this 1 Fiddle's higli Birth. 5 
2 Tſhou'd ſing of the Fi ingers which made ſo much Mirth, EN 
: But Fingers ſo ſtrait, ſo ſwift and ſo ſmall,  _ 


F. | Sh hou 4 be te by a 1 85 or not ſang at al. 


Tho- 1 am, Got wot, but a poor Country Swain, = 
And cannot indite in ſo lofty a Strain; 
So all I can ſay, is to tell you once more, 


7 - Mo Hands and ſuch Fi ingers were ne'er ſeen before, 


N 
1 Having ſung of the N TE F Fiddle, T trow, 
Vou'll hold it but meet I ſhou'd ſing of the Bow ; 5 


' The Bow it was Ebon, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, 
OY wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch. 


| Cupid : 


© The Mosk' 8 Vacartes; 


Cui > Fain wou 'd have chang'd with thi 5 Low for ep 


while ; 


To which ihe coyv Nymph thus reply d with a smile, 55 


My Bow is far better than your's, I' appeal; 
* our's 285 can kill, mine can bt 2 Kill and heal 


"This Fiddle le, and Bow, and its Mut ſick tagithin; 
\Wou'd make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather : 
Bat, alas! when ! ſha'l its Cataſtrophe ſing, 


5 * OUT Heart it it v 1 1 and j our Hands 2 will ring 


17 This Fiddle was lid on a ſoft 5265 Chair, 
Taking all for its Friends its ſweet Mufick did hear; 


When freight there came in a huge maſculine Bum, - 


FL "0 ich the De” il had It to make þ him a Drum. 


N was to the e Bs chat this Fiddle demoliſh'd, 


: That has all our Mutlick, and Paſtime,  abolifſf'd ; 


Ny it never w ant Buch, to be ſwitcli J 790 be f. 4; 


1 it ever ke itching „and never te Catch d. 


Hey it ; never break. v. ind | in the Cholick ſo 1 


grievous; | 
A Penance too fin. ll. for a Crime 00 raiſchievous ; 4 
Neer find a fit Culhion' its Anguiſh to eaſe, 
: Wi lite alli I> too Roſs my * rath | to 6 appeake. 5 


Ot other Bum. ſcapes may it ſtill hs the e 
Woes [ow its bare : ace, Without Sorrow or Shame; 


Mz y | 


„ . 


W E figs Cent, who grofeks, 
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Ny it ne'er mount on Horſeback WR Loſs of 


[ cather, 


M. hich brings me almoſt to the End of my Tether. 


And now, le 1 ſome Critick of deep Penetration 0 


Shou'd attack our poor Ballad with grave e Annotation, , 
The Fop muſt be told, without ſpeaking in Riddle, 
- He muſt tft make a better, or kiss this Bum- fiddle. 


1 eds down, Kc. 


II 


The Fair N U N. 85 Tae. 


Our . lves tworn Fe es to Emprinef, 


= . ſlert that Souls a Tip- toe ſand 
On what we call the Pincal Gland; 
As Weather. Cocks on Spires are plac d, 
| 1 o turn the quicker with cach Baſt, 


This granted, can you think it ra anze 


8 We all ſho d be ſo prone to clange; 
- E v 'n fr om the G0. Gurt, It we wear 
-AS Sattin Cap i? Pu Elbow Chair ? Els 
- The Fullics that the Chill began, 

Cu ſtom makcs cut rant in the Man; 
And firm by Livery and Seiſin, 
Hu as the Fee-limple of his Reaton. 


ut ſtill the Gu ts of Love we find 


Bw rc, ngeſt on a Woman's Ss Mind: 
5 Nor need I l:arnedly purſue. 
= The. latent Cauſe, thi Ef Net is true; 


To Tho Mor 8 VAGARIES3 5 


For proof of whic.1, in Manner ample, 
I mean to give you one Ex maple. 
Upon a Time (for fo my Nurſe, 
Hcav' ; reſt her Bones] began Diſcourſe; 
A lovely Nymph, and juſt Ninetcen, 
| Began to languith with the Soleen. 
= She who had ſhone at Balls and Play, ND 
Tn Gold Brocade extreamly Gay, 5 
All on a ſudden grew preciſe, . 
Declaim'd againſt the Growth of vice, 
8 A very Prude in half a Vear; I 
And moſt believ'd ſhe was ſincere. _ 
Necklace of Pearl no more ſhe wears, 
That's ſanQtify'd to count her Prayers. 


Venus, and all her naked Loves, 


The Retormado Nymph removes; _ 
And Magdalen, with Saints and Mains FS, 
Was plac'd in their reſpective Quarters. 
Nor yet content, ſhe cou'd not bear 
The Rankneſs of the publick Air; 
T was ſo infected with the Vice 5 
Of luſcious Songs, and Lover's Sigls. 
So moſt devoutly wou'd be gone, 
And ſtrait profeſs her felt a Nun. 
A Youth of Breeding and Audreſ. 1 
And call him Thyr/is if you pleaſe, 
Who had fome Wealth to recompence 
Hi lender Dividend of Senſe : 


= 5 e cod with little Thought and Care = 
Write tender Things to pleaſe the Fair, 5 


> ne 


5 or, the Mer: * Mental 's Companion. "m4 
And then. ſucceilively did grow _ = 
| From a halt- wit, a finiſh'd Beau; 
(For Fops thus naturally riſe, TE 
"Ro Maggots turn to Butterflies. ) 
This Spark, as Story tells, before. 
5 H: 4 held with Madam an Amour; 
Which he reſolving to purſue, 5 
Exactiy took the proper cue; 
And on the Wings of Love he flies 
1 Lady Abbeſs in Diſguiſe ; — 
+ And tells her he had brought th Advowſon 


Ot Soul and Body to diſpoſe on. 


Old Sanctity, who nothing fear” d 
: In Petticoats without a Beard, 
Fond of a Proſely te; and Fees, 


PS Admits the Fox among the Geeſe, 


 Wou'l make a glorious Piece no doubt : 
Where moral Virtues might be fain, 


Here Duty, Wealth, and Honour prove, : 
Tho three to one, too weak for Love : 
Andi to deſcribe the War throughout, 


And riſe, and fight, and fall again: 

Love ſnau'd a bloody Myrtle wear, 

And, like Camilla, fierce and fair, 
- Ti he Nun ſhou'd charge. But forbear. 
All human Joys, tho' ſweet in taſting, ; 

; Are ſeldom (more's the Pity ) laſting: | 
The Ny mph had“ Qualms, her Cheeics were pale, 
| W. nich others nba, gut th” Ecfects ot Zeal. . 

8 Part 11. . 5 Nut 


/ 


hut ſhe, poor ſhe, began to doubt, 
(Beſt knowing what ſhe'd been about 5 


74 We Mrsz' 8 Vacarits 3 


1 The Marriage Earneſt- penny lay 


And burnt her Pocket, as we ſay. 
She now invokes, to eaſe her Soul, 


The Dagger and the poiſon'd Bowl ; 0 


And, ſelf. condemn'd for Breach of Vow, : 


To loſe her Life and Honour too, 
Talk'd in as tragical a Strain, as 
Your « craz d Menimia's and Roxana” 3. 


da ſhe in her Cell lay 3 . 
15 Diſtracted, weeping, drooping, thine, 


The Fiend, (who never wants Addrels 


Too ſuccour Damſels in Diſtreſs) 
Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 


The fatal Cauſe for which ſhe griev 4; 
But promis dh her en Cavalier, 5 
5 She fhou'd be freed from all her Fear ; 


T7 And with her 7) /is lead a Life 


| Devoid of all Domeſtick Strife, e 
S the wou'd fign a certain Scrawl— 


Ay, that he wou'd, if that was all. 


8 am d, and he engag' i to do 


Wphate'er ſhe pleasꝰd to ſet him to. 
The Criticks muſt excuſe me now ; 


28 They y both were freed, no matter how : 
For when we Epic Writers uſe 


| Machines to diſengage the Mule, 
We're clean acquit of all Dem ands, . 


The Matter's left in abler Hande; 


has 4 


* Z 


or, the dives Marta; Companion, 


And if they cannot loſe the Knot, 


| $ou'd we be cenſur'd? I think not. 
The Scene thus alter'd, both were Bays 7 
For Pomp and Pleaſures who but they, : 
Who might do ev'ry thing but pray? 
ANladam in her gilt Chariot flaunted, 


And Pug brought ev'ry ng © the e wanted; 


A Slave devoted to her Will: 
But Women will be way 'ring gill. 
Eu'n Vice without Variety 
Their ſqueamiſh Appetites will cloy. 
And having ſtol'n from Lady Abbeſs 
One of our merry modern Rabbies, 
- She found a Trick ſhe thought wou'd paſs, | 
| And prove the Devil but an Aſss. 


His next Attendance happen'd right 


Amidſt a moonleſs ſtormy Night, = 

When Madam and her Spouſe together, 
. Gueſo' d at his coming by the Weather. 
le came: To Night, ſays he, Idrudge 

To fetch a Heriot for a Judge; 

A gouty nine-i'th' hundred Kuave : 

But, Madam, do you want your Slave 2 
I need not preſently be gone. 

5 Becauſe the Doctors have not done. 

A roſy Vicar and a Quack _ 

Repuls'd me in my laſt Attack; 
Baut all in vain, for mine he bs; _ 


Wo Fig for boch the Faculties. 


12 
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6 1 fön vacakirs ol 
The Dame vr A ferne Hai, 

Bit whence i ca | cannot ſwear; | 
Let this I will affirm is true, | 
It curl'd like any Portle-Serue: 5 
Sir Nic, quo: h ſhe, vou know us all, : 
| * Ladies are ſantaſt ical: 

You ſee thi; Hair—Yes, Madan—Pray=. 
In Preſence of my Hueband Pay, 
And make ut Grait: or elſe you grant 

Our fol min League and Covenant. 

Is void in Law.—lt is, I cwn LES 
| And ſo he {ets to work upon it. 

He tries, not dreaming of a Cheat, 

If wetting, wou'd not do the feat : 

And 'twas, in truth, 2 proper Notion ; ; 

But ſtill it kept th elaſtic Motion. 


| Well! more ways may be found than one, 5 


T o kill a Witch that will not drown, 
If J , quoth he, conceive it's Nature, 
This Hair has flouriſh'd nigh the Water. 


Is criſpd with Cold, perhaps, and thun 


The Fire will make it ſtrait again, 
In haſte he to the Fire applies it, 


And turns it round and round, and eyes „ 


_ Heigh j.ngo, worſe than *twas before 1 

Ihe more it warms it twirls the more. 
Ile ſtamp'd his cloven Foot, and chat'd : 
| + he Husband and 4 the Lady laugh” d. | 

Howe'er he fancy'd d fure enough 

Ih ſhou'd not find it Hamer onal.” 
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No Cyclass e er at work was warmer, 

At forging Thunder: Bolts or Armour, 
Than Satan was: But all in vain! 

Again he beats. — It curls again ! 

At length he bellow'd in a Rage, 

I his Hair will take me up an Age. 
This take an Age! The Husband ſwore, . 
2. Is Betty has five hundred more. 
| More ! Take your Bond, quoth Pug ; adieu, 


0 'Tis Loſs of Time to 5 phys for _ 


* 


41 Popiſo Taiz, - 


PN ancient u Times, as Story tells, 1 
1 The Saints would often leave their Cell, 
5 - A ad ſtrole about, but hide their Quality, : 
To try good People? s Hoſpitality, 
” It happen'd on a Winter Night, 
| bs Authors cf the Legend write, | 
Two Brother Hermits, Saints, by. 7 Trade, 


85 Taking their Tour in MI. iſquerade 


Diſguis'd in tatter'd Habits, went 
To a ſm all Village down in Kent - 


Where, in the Strolers canting Strain, 


They begg'd from Door to Door in vain; 


- - :Try'd: ev'ry Tone might Pity win, 
8 But not a IN Ul would let them in. 


| Our wan! ring Saints in woful State, 
T reated at this ungodly Rate; 3 


The be 0 O D I» in 3 rade.. 


- Havi ne 


78 De Mvusz's Va GARIES 3 5 


Having thre all the Village p: 6, 
To a {mall Cottage came at laſt : 
Where dwelt a god old honeſt Yeoman, 


Call'd in the Ne ighbourboad, Philemon. 8 


. _ Vho kindly did the Saints invite 
In his poor Flut to paſs the Night; 
And then the hoſpitable Sire . 
Bil Goody Baucis mend the Fire; 
While he from out of Chimney took 
A Fliich oi Bacon off the Hook; 
And freely ſrem the fatteſt Side 


55 Cur out large Slices to be fry d: 


Then ſtept aſide to fetch em Dunk, 


re Fill'd a large Jug up to the Brink; 


And {aw it fauly twice go round: 


, (what 1 15 wonderful) they found | 
uas ſtill repleniſh'd tv the T op, 


As it they nc er had touch'd 2 Drop. 


The goud old Couple were amaz 0, 


: And often on each other gaze: 

For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juſt began to cry ;— What art | 3 
Then ſoftly turn'd aſide to vievw, 
Whether the Lights were n blue. 
| The gentle Pilerims ſoon aware on't, 


Told &m their calling, and their Errant; | 


Gocd Folks, you need not be afraid, 


We are but Saints, the Hermits laid ; 


No hurt ſhall come to you, or yours; 


: Bat, for that Pack of ct urlih N 


N 
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Not fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 5 
They and their Houſes ſhall be drown'd: 

Whilſt you ſhall ſee your Cottage riſe, 


: And grow a Church before your Eyes. 


They ſcarce had (poke; when fair and fo, 
The Roof __ to mount alofe ; 

5 Aloft roſe ev*'ry Beam and Rafter, 

The heavy Wall climb'd flowly after, 


The Chimney widen'd, and grew kigher, 


Bat with the U oſide- dawn, to ſhew | 


In vain; fora ſuperior Ferce 


Became a Steeple with a Spire. 
5 The Kettle to the Top was hoiſt, 
| And there ſtood ſaſt'ned to a Joift : 


Its Inclinatiou tor below: 


g Apply? i at Bottom, ſoys its Courſe, 


D. dom 0 ever in Suſpence to dweil, 


1 "Tis now no Kettle, but a Beli. 


oo wooden Jick, which had 2lmoſt 


I Toft, by Diſaſe, che Art to roaſt, 
„ ſudden Alteration frels, - 


Increas ay'd by new iuteſtine w heel; : 
And, what exalts the Wonder more 
The Number made the Motion How" . 


Tue Fher, tho't had leaden Fest, 


Turn coun 6 quick, you ſcarce could f ee ez 


1 But ſlacken'd by ſome ſecret Power, 
Now hardly moves an Inch an Hour, 


The Jick and Chi imney near ally'd, 


= Hud © ever left each ork Side, Is 
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I be Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
Ihe Jick wou'd not be left N 
But up againſt the Steeple rear'd 
| Became a Clock, and ſtill mer! d: 


And ſtill its Love to Houſhold Cares 15 


By a ſhrill Voice at Noon declares, 
Warning the Cocx-imaid, not to burn 


The R aſt-meat which it cannot turn. 


The groaning Chair began to crawl _ 
Like an huge Snail along the Wall; 
I here ſtuck aloft, in publick ER 


And with ſmall Change, a Pulpit grew. 


The Porrin: gers, that in a Row 


| Hung high, an d made a glitt ring Show, 


To a leſs noble Subſtance chang'd, 
Were now but Leathern Buckets rang! d. 
The Ballads paſted on the Wall, 


Ot Joan of Fr ance, and Engliſh Mall, | 


Fair Reſammd, and Robin Tocd, 
5 The Iirtle Chitdren 1 in the A ocd; ä 


Nou ſeem'd to look abundance = 15 
Improv'd in Picture, Size, and Letter; 3 


And high in Order plac” d, deſcribe | 
The Heraldry of ev'ry Tribe. 
A Bedſicad of the antique Mode, 

= Camp act of Timber many a Load, 


Such a3 our Anceſtors did uſe, _ 


> Was meta morphos'd into Pews ; &.- N 
„Which ſtill their ancient Nature keep, 
1 oy lech ing Folks aufen d a . 
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The Cottage by ſuch Feats as theſe, 
Gun to a Church by juſt Degrees, | 
The Hermits then deſit'd their Holt 
To ask for what he fancy'd moſt: 
Plilem:n, having paus'd awhile, 


Neturn'd 'em Thanks in homely Stile; 


Then ſaid, my Houſe is grown to 5 
Methinks, I ſtill would call it mine: 
I'm old, and fain would live at Eaſe, 
Make me the Parſon, if you pleaſe, 
lle ſpoke, and preſently he feels 
His Grazier's Coat fall down his Heels ; 3 
| He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 
About ea ach Arm a Pudding-Sleeve : 
His Waſtcoat to a Caſſock grew, 
ES And both aſſum'd a Sable Hue; 
But being old, continu'd juſt 
As Thread- bare, and as tull of Duſt. 
| His Talk was now of Tjthes and Dues, 7 


Could ſmoke his Pipe, and read the News, 


Knew how to preach old Sermons next, 
7 Vampt in the Preface and the Text; 
k Chriſtnings well could act his Part, 
And had the Service all by Heart; 5 8 
Wiſt'd Women might have Children fa, 
And thought whoſe Sow had farrow" 4 1ſt: 


* Againſt Diſſenters would repine, 


And ftood up firm for Right Divine. 
Pound his Head fill'd wht many 2 85 fem, ; 

f B. t Claſlick Author:—he ne 'er mils'd ' em, 
Pan C I. | NM 


8 


Thus | 
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_ bus having furbiſh'd up a Parſon, : 


Dame Bancis next, they play'd their Farce on: 


Inſtcad of Homc-ſpun Coifs were ſeen, 
Good Pinners cdg'd with Colbertecn - 
Fer Petticoat tranform* d apace, 
| Became black Sattin flounc d with J. ace, 
Plain Cody would no longer down, 
Twas Madam, in her grogram Gow n. 
Philemon was in great Surprize, 

And hardly could believe his Eyes, 
Amaz'd to ſee her looks ſo Prim, 

And ſhe admir'd as much at him, 
Thus, happy in their Change of Life, 
= Were ſeveral Years this Man and Wife. 

_ Whenona Day, which prov'd their laſt, 

Diſcourſing on old Stories paſt, 

1 hey went by chance, amidſt their Talk, 

To the Church- yard to take a VV alk ; 


OT When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 


My Dear, I fee your Forchead ſprout, 


Sprout, quoth the Man, What's this you tell us? = 


I hope you dont believe me Jealous : 

But yet, methinks, | I feel it true, | 

And really, yours is budding too— 
Nay, — now I cannot ſtir my Fo 


Vn It feels as if *twere taking Root. 


Deſcript. on would but tire my Muſe! : 5 
85 Tu ſhort, they both were turned to 77 10. 
Old Goodman Dal ſen of the Green CP 
Remembers he the Trees has ſcen; 55 


Oh 
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5 Hell talk of them from Noon to Night, 
And gocs with Folks to ſhew the Sight: 
On Sundays, after Evening Prayer, 
He gathiers all the Pariſh there, 
Points out the Place of either Yew Ln. 
Here Baucis, there Philemon grew. 
Till once, a Parſon of our Town, 
To mend his Barn, cut Baucis down; 
At which, tis hard to be believ'd, 
How much the other Tree was griev ; 
Grew Scrubby, dy'd a-top, was ſtunted : 
So, the next Parſon ſtubb'd and burnt it. 


— — 


ö 
f 
d 
} 


4 GRußs TREE T- EE on the Death 5 
of PARTRIDGE the Almanack- Maker 


W FE L L tis as ; Bickerſlaff has get, | 
"Tho! we all took it for a Jeſt: 
- Par tridne is Dead, nay more, he died 
Wer he could prove the good Sguire 1j 4. 
Strange, an Aſtrologer ſhould die, 
irhaut one Wonder in the Sky; 4 
Not one of all his Cron) Stars, 


E pay thelr Duty at his Hat; 


No Meteor, no Echypſe appear'd 1 
No Comet with a flaming Beard“ 
1 The Sun ha: :ofe, and gone to Bed, 
Juſt a a if Parivid,e were not Dead ; 
| | | vr © . Gn Nor 
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Nor hid himſelf behind the Moon, 
To make a dreadful Night at Noon: 5 Ts 
He at fit Periods walks through Aries, | 
Howe'er our earthly Motion varies, 
And 'twice a Year heb cut tho Epuater, 
As if there has been no ſuch Matter 
Some Wits have wondred what Analogy 
"There is 'twixt “ Cabling and Attrobey ; 1 
How Partridge made his Opticks riſe, 
From a Shoe Sole to reach the Skics. 
A Liſt the Coblers Temples ties, 5 1 
To keep the Hair out of their Eyes; PO „% ſ 
From whence tis plain the Diadem „„ | 
That Princes wear derives from then 1 
And therefore Cretons are now a- das 
Adorn'd with Golden Stars and Rays, 8 hs 
Which plainly ſhews the near Alliance h 
5 Twixt Cabling and the Planets Science. 
Beſides, that ſlow-pac'd Sign Bo-otes 
As 'tis miſcall'd, we know not who cis; 1 
But Partridge ended all Difputes, _ 
: He new his Trade, and call'd it + 3 
The Hirned Mom which heretofore 7 Iv 
Upon their Shoes the Romans wore, „ 
Wboſe wideneſs kept their Toes from Cons, 8 * 
And whence we claim our SH o-TErt.s - - 
Sheues how the Art of Cebling bears 
. near Reſemblance to the 199 85 es. 


* ines. + ad 


* FO ICID) _ 
U „ » 2 
1 . * 4 * 


4 Pres- CG: 4 "Co3ler * Se bis 4 manack. 
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A Serap of Parchment hung by Geemetry, *, 
A gxeat Refinement in Barometry; _ 

| Can like the Stars foretel the Weather; 
And what is Parchment elſe but Leather 2. 
Which an Aſtrologer might "we, | 
Either for Almanacks or Shoes, 


Thus Partridge, by his Wit and Parts, 


15 At once did practiſe both theſe Arts: 

And as the Boading Owl, (or rather 
The Bat, becauſe her Wings are Leather) 
| Steals from her private Cell by Night, 

: And flies about the Candle-Light, 

So learned Partridge could as wel! 

ns Creep i in the Dark from Leathern Cell, 
And in his Fancy fly as far, . 
5 To peep upon a twinkling Star. 


Beſides, he could conſound the Selene, 


And ſet the Planets by the Ears: 

a ſhew his Skill, he Mars would join 
To Venus in Aſpect align, 

Then call in Mercury for Aid, 
And cure the the W ounds that Vern: m. ace. 


Great Scholars have in Lucian read, 


5 When Philip Ning of Greece was dead, 
5 Soul and Spirit did divide, 


And each Part took a diff rent s Side; 


: One roſe a Star, the th 7 le. | 

' Beneath, and mended Shoc: in Hell. 
Thus Partridge (till ſiuin nes in each Ait, 
The Cel and Sar. gaxiig Part, 
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Andi 18 . fair as good a Star, 1 
As any of the Cæſars are, 

 Trinmphant Star! ſome Pity Mer 
On Collers Abltart hel. OW, 
Whom roguiſh Bots in ſtormy Nieht: 
Torment, by piſſing out their Lights; 
Or thro! a Chink convey their Smoke, 
Inclos'd Artificer; to choke, | 

Thou, high exalted in che Sphere, 
Ilay'ſt follow (till thy calling there. 
To thee the Bull will lend his Hide, 

Ay Phabus newly tann'd and dry'd. 

For thee they Argo's Hulk will tax, 

And ferape her pitchy dides for Nax. 

Then Artaduc kindly lends. „ 

ler braided Hair to make thee Ends 3 

The Point of Sagittarius Dart 

Turns to an Au, by heavenly An; "I 
And Valcan wheedled by his Wife, 
Will forge for thee a Paring- Knife, 

| For want of room by Firge's N,, 

She'll ſtrain a Point, and ſit * aſtride | 

70 take thee kindly in between, 

And then the Signs will be Thirteen, 


* Tis: crachia conträhet Ingors Scorp! Fiss, . 
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The EPITAPH, 


T R * ON Five Fa deed, lies m his Pa. 
A Cobler, Starmonger, and Quick, 


Il ho ts the Stars in pure Gud-will, 
Does i his beft Ink upwards fill,” 

Meep all ou Cuſtomers that uſe 
His Pills, his Almanacks, or Shoe, 
And youu that did your Fortunes * 

Step to his Grave but ace a Week, 
This Earth which bears his Body's Print, 
Weill find has fo much Virtue LL: 

Dat / durſt pawn my Ears, Hu 10“ 
l hate er concerns you full as well 
- II Phyſick, Stolen Goods, or Lane, | 
As he himſelf, could, when above. 


8 P P a . . . " N 6 > 


2 YORKSHIRE TALE. 


385 — 5 0 M E hither, 9200 People, both aged a add young, 

a And give your Attention to my merry Song; . 
5:6 by I! ſing you a true one, and not hold you long, 
| With a dron, dawn, dewn, up and . de rry, derry, 


— 


derry, down, up and dawn, derry, derry down. 
A Parfon there was, and whoſe Name 1 cou'd ell, 


But ſuppoſe I do not, it is full as well, 
; w hoſe W. fe did all 15 Hire in 2 excel, 
| * Uh a don, Kc. : 
Ur 
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Her Texture fo perfect, her E yes black as Shoe, ED 


Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 


Which often denotes” tis the ſame Thing below; EE 
| 5 With a djwn, &c. 


= A eie mY young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo deep, 
| Nor Day had he Quiet, nor Night cod he ſleep, _ 


Which made him think how, to » her Bell he Mould 


— | 
| 5 iu a auen, &e. 
Alfance he and and then aid unbend 

His XIind to a Brother, beſure a good Friend, 


_ Who ſaid, fear not at, thou ſhalt compaſs thy Ends : 


8 With a down, &c. 
13 Women' $ Apparel dreſs out, and be gay, 


Pell venture my Life on't, will be a ſure Way, . 
5 tt you condeſcend but 1 to what 1 ſhall fay, 


II ith 4 down, Ke. 
Do Py to the Parſon” 5 this ; Couple rode on: 


Dear Doctor, ſays Frank, here's a Thing to be done, * 


. Which Office perform'd, 1 Th * own. 


Mitb a anon, c. 1 


This La by R "chat long has 1555 3 Paſſion geh g 
And all my Addreſſes ſo often deny d, 
Will now make x me * happy 80 being my Bride, | 


ith a down, Kc. = 1 
Tis "aſt the Chncoical Hour, ſaid he, — 
And till tle next Morning you know it can't be, 18 - 
; An! then Pl attend) __ Sir, moſt readily, 15 

| Ant a tn Ke. 


8 Ars : : 
: - 


+ 
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Says Frank, I confeſs, vir, you are pecfectly right; 
But here lies the Hardſhip, we can't, while *tis Light 
Get to then next Town for a Lodging to-night, 2 
: Mi a dewn, &c. 
: Tal: no ) Care of chat. Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 
The Lady, if ſhe thinks it fit to agree, 


5 Shall lie with my Deareſt, and FOO lie with me, 
IVuh a down, &c. 


"You ſo wack A: me in what you now —— 

1 hope in Return I ſhall find out away 

: Such 1 Kindneſs with thanks to ee 
V doron, &c. 

This being al on, both Sides did conſent _ 


8 To put the Glaſs round, and the Evening was ent 


8 : In REES and yu Cheer, then to Bed they all went, : 


Mitb a dnun, &c. Oe 


No fs] in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 


an Hab chus open'd the Cale, 
= Dear Madan, ſays he, 1 muſt—then did embrace, 
With a 2 &c· - 


e ſhe lay, and not able to ſpeak, 


8 hr : To think how theſe Wags had deceiv'd her and Diet, 
5 But at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolick and Trick, 


Math a down, &c, 
"= pleas 2d her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, = 


: Contriving and plotting for his longer Stay, 
* Which thus to hes Husband ſhe form'd the next Dor. | 


Ii th a . Kc. 
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This Lady, my Deareſt. laſt Night full of Grief, | 
1 Of kug:*d me, and told me, I can't for my Life 
Conſent, tho” I. ve promis d him to be his Wife, 
; Ni a dawn, &c· 
Io: morrow, ſaid ſhe, and then freely wend on, 
Tho' I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be gone, : 
If fo, the your Man you know may be undone, *_ 
15 N iih a doton, c. 
Now king to prevent this I'll think of a Way, 55 
Tl can perſwade her ſome Time for to ſtay, 
And 88 Sa good Office, I'm ſure you will ay. - 
- ” li ith a down, &c. 


Too pleaſe her, and bring her to Humour again, 
85 And III do my del to divert the poor Man, 


1 All Nia hit and all Day too, whenever they found 
5 Convenicace for Paſtime, her F rake he crown' d. 5 


5 And the Man, ne'er the worle, had his Mare backagain, |} 
5 e ns &c. 1 TY 


The A h Mode Covey, 


M. better lf, my Hear'n, my Joy! 5 
. hile thus imparady' I lie, e 


5 —— 


'Tis ſo, my dear Creature ; pray do what you can, [| 


 Witha down, &c. OS 
Tbe Plot ſo well taken made both their Hearts bound, 9 * 


THith a down, Kc. 5 "S 
5 "And 85 my Friend IWatt ks full n Swing did obtain, "F 
: The Wite woe in Tranſport a whole Week did reign, | 


Tranſ- ” 
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Tranſported i in thy cirelin: Arms 
With freſh Variety of Charms ; 
From Fate I ſcarce can think to crave 


| A Bliſs, but what in thee I have. 


| Twelve Months, my Dear, have paſt, ſince thou 
Didſt plight to me thy Virgin Vo; | 


Twelve Months in Rapture ſpent ! for 0 
' Seem ſhorter than St. Lucy's Day: 


A bright Example we ſhall prove 

Of laſting Matrimonial Love. 

Mean while, I bez the Gods to grant 
(The only Favour that I want) 
That I may not ſurvive to ſee 


By Happineſs expire with thee. 
O! ſhou'd I loſe my deareſt Der, 


By thee, and all that” s gdod, I ſwear, | 
I'd give myſelf the fatal Blow; 
| And wait thee to the World below- 
When I hecdle thus to Spoule i in Bel, 


5 Spoke the beſt Things he e'er had read; 


Madam fſurpriz'd, (you muſt ſuppoſe it) 
Had lock'd the Templer in the Cloſet; 
AF outh of pregnant Parts, and Worth, 
To play at Picquet, and fo forth= * 
This Wag, when he had heard the whole, : 


Demurely to the Curtains ſtole : 


And peeping in, with ſolemn „30 
Cry'd out, O Man! Thy Days are dane 
The Gods are fearful of the worſt, 
And fend me, Death, #o fetch thee 2 5 . 
0 | N.2- 5 „„ 
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To * their Fav'rite from Self- mur. 
Lo thus I execute their Order. . 
Hold, Sir, for ſecond Thoughts : are beſt, 
Ihe Husband cry'd ; *tis my Requeſt 
With Pleaſure to prolong my Life,—_ 
Your Meaning? — Pray, Sir, take my Wife, 2 


A. 8 „ — 8 


1 De oe pri, if the Nonvme. 
Wrigjten in London. . 


N. 0 wW hardly here and there an Hackney C Coach 


Appezring, ſhow'd the ruddy Morn's Approach = 


: Now Betty from her Maſter's Bed had N 
And ſoftly ſtole to diſcompoſe her own. 
The Slipſhod Prentice from his Maſter” 8 ; Door, 


Had pad the Dirt, and ſprinkled round the Floor. 1 
Nov Al had whitP'd her Mop with dext rous Ale 


Prepar'd to ſcrub the Entry and the Stairs. 5 . 
The Youth with Broomy Stumps began to trace . 5 - 
The Kennel-Ed;c, where Wheels had worn the Place. d 
Te Small-coal-Man was heard with Cadence _ 
Pill drown'd in ſhriller Notes of Chimney Sweep. 
Duns at his Lordſhip's Gate began to meet, 
And Brick-duſt Mal had n * half the 
r 
| The Turnkey now his flock returning ſees, 1 
Duly let out a-Nights to ſteal for Fees, 


| The watchful Bailiffs take their ſilent Stands, 5 


: And We lag with Satchels 1 in their Hands. 
4 D. 


ry 1 While Rain depends, the penſi ve Cat gives o'er 


| Returning home at Night, you'll find the Sink 
| Strike your offended Senſe with double Stink, 
| Ald aches throb, your hallow Tooth will rage. 


1 That ſwill'd more Liquor than it could contain, 5 


Flirts on you from her Mop, but not ſo clean. 


2 And wafted with its Foe by violent Guft, 
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of Deſcription of a Cr TY Snowzn, 


ARE F UL Obſervers i may foretel the Hour 
(By ſure Prognoſticks) when to dread a Show r : 


Her Frolicks, and purſues her Tail no more. 


If you be wiſe, then go not far to Dine, 
_ You'll ſpend in Coach-hire more than fave in Wine. 
; A coming Show'r your ſhooting Corns preſage, . 


Sauntring in Coffee-Houſe is Dulman „ 
le damns the Climate, and complains of Spleen. 
Mean while the South riſing with dabbled Wings, 
: A Sable Cloud athwart the Welkin flings, | 


And like a Drunkard gives it up again. | 
Brisk Suſan whips her Linen from the Rope, 
While the firſt drizzling Show'r is born aſlope, 
Bauch is that ſprinkling which ſome careleſs Quean 


Jou fly, invoke the Gods; then turning, ſhop 
To rail]; ſhe ſinging, till whirls on her Mop. 
Not yet, the Duſt had ſhun'd th' unequal Strife, 
But aided by the Wind, fought till for Life ; 


T doubtful * was Rain, and which was Duſt, 15 
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Ah! where muſt needy Poet (eel: for Aid, 
When duſt and Rain at once his Coat invade : HH 
His only Coat, were Duſt confus'd with Rain, 
Roughen the Nap, and leave a ming led Stain. 


Nov in contiguous Drops the Flood comes down, 7 
. Threat ving with Deluge this devoted Town. 


To Shops in Crowds the daggled Females fly, 
| Pretend to cheapen Goods but nothing buy. 
The Templer ſpruce, while ev'ry Spout's a brach, 
Stays till 'tis fair, yet ſeems to call a Coach. 
The tuck'd-up Sempſtreſs walks with haſty Strides, | 
While Streams run down her oil'd Wenden $ Sides. | 
Here various Kinds by various Fortunes led, 
Commence Acquaintance underneath aShed: 
Triumphant Tories, and de ſpending W bigs, 
Forget their Feuds, and join to ſave their Wigs. 


Bonx'd in a Chair the Beau impatient fits, 


While Spouts run clatt'ring o'er the Roof by Fits; 3 
And ever and anon with frightful Din 8 
The Leather ſounds, he trembles from a 
So when Troy Chair-Men bore the wooden Steed, 
Pregnant with Gre:s, impatient to be freed : 
Thoſe Bully Greeks, who, as the Moderns Go, 5 
Inſtead of paying Chair-Men, run them thro”) 
 Laxwom ſtruck the Outſide with his Spear, 
1 And each impriſon'd Hero quak'd for Fear. 
Now from all Parts the ſwelling Kennels fow, 1 
And bear their Trophies with them as they 20: 
Filth of all Hues and Odours ſeem to tell = T 
What Street they 2 from, * their Sight a an Snell; 


"Thy . 


1 Dead Cats and Turnip-top come - tumbling down 5 
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They, as each Torrent drives, with rapid Force 
From Smithjield, or St. Pulchre's ſhape their Courſe, 

And in huge confluence join'd at Szow- Hill Ridge, 
Fall from the Conduit prone to Holborn- Bridge. 1 8 
_  Sweepinzs from Butchers TOY — — and! 
J . 
 Drown'd Puppies, Rinking Spar, all drench'd in “ 
Mud, | 


= | the . 


= 4 T; ALE, - "dive N in the Pleſuunt manere 


of 2 gentil u, Fe afrey Chauce 4 


3 * 7 HYLO M in . ent there deckt a n 5 
Who wyth grete Cheer and lit] Werke, 


5 dene was with Venere: 


For meagre Lent ne recked MM 
Ne Saints Daies had in Remembraunce, | 
Mo will had he to Naliaunce. | 
| To ſerchen out a Bellamie, 7 
Hie had a ſharp and licorous Eye; 3 
But it wold bett abide a Leke, - 
Or Onion, than the Sight of Greke : = 
| Wherfore, God yeve him Shame, Breegce 
| Serv'd him for Baſil and Ignace. : 


| His vermeil Cheke that ſhon wyth Mirth, 
Fpake him the blitheſt Prieſt on Yearth : 


At 


5 
4 
| 
| 
| 
: 
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At Chyrch, to ſhew his lillie hond, 7 
Full fetouſly he prank'd his Bond; 


Sleke were his flaxen Locks ykempt, 


And [aac Weaver was he nempt, 


Thilke Clerke echaufed in the Groyne, LD 


5 Fora yonge Damoſell did pyne, 

Horn in Eaſ-Cheape; who, by my ray, 

Ypert was as a Popinjay: 

Ne Wit, ne Wordes did ſhe waunt, 
Wele cond ſhe many a Romaunt; 
Dre Muſcadine, or ſpiced Ale, 

| She carrold ſoote as Nightingale: 

And for the nonce coud rowle her Eyne, | 

Withouten Speche ; a ſpeciall Signe 

She lack'd ſomeele of what ech Dame e 

Holds dere as Life, yet dredes to Name: 
So was eftſoons by Iſaac won, 
35 To bliſsful Conſummation. 


Here mought I now tellen the Fella. . 


| Who yave the Bryde, how bibbd the Gheſtes; 
But withouten ſuch Gawdes, I trow- ; 
Myne Legend is prolix ynow. 
R Ryghte wele areeds Dan Prior's Song, 
A Tale ſhould never be too long: 
And ſikerly in fayre England 
5 N one bett doeth Taling underſtond 


She now, algates full ſad to 3 


1 The Citee for her Husbond's Graunge, 
To Kent mote; for ſhe wele did knowe 
Twas vane ahenſt the Streame to rowe. 
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So wend they on one Steed fere 
Fach cleping toder Life and Dere; 
Heven ſhilde hem fro myne Bromley Holt, | 
Or many a Groat thevr Meel woll coſt. 
Deem next ve Maiſteſs IVever ſene 8 
N Yclad | in ſable Brombaſine; 


"The Frankeleins Wyves accoſt her blythe 


[. Curteis to guilen hem of Ty the, 


8 o And yeve Honour Parochiall 8 | 


5 In Pew and eke at Feſtivall. on 
Worſchip and Welth her Husband bath; 
TDNe poor in aught ſave Werks nd Faith. 


5 | Keyes Bull, Bore, Stallion, to * 
Large Pennorth, of Benevolence. | 
His Berne yerammed was, and ſtore. 
Ol Poultrie cackled at the Dore; 

His Wyf grete Joie to fede hem toke, 
| | And Was aſtonied at the Cocke; 5 
That, in his Portaunce debonair, 


On everich Henn beſtow'd a Share 
Of Pleaſaunce, yet no Genitours 


She ſaw, to thrill his Paramours: „ 


Otftſiths ſhe mokel mus'd theron, 


5 Vet niſt ſhe howgates it was don. : | 
One Night, ere they to lleepen went, 
Hee T/aac in her Arms ſhe hent, 
As was her Uſage; and did ſaie, 


3 Charite J mote thee praie, 


To techen myne unconnyng Wie | 


5 One thing it comprehendeth niet : 
"PART II. 5 90 
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And maie the foul Friend nie! thee, 
1t in myne queſt thou falſen me. 


Our Chaunticlere loves everich Hen, 


Ne fewer kepes our Yerd than ten; 


| Yet romps he ore beth grete and all, | 
Ne ken I what he ſwinks wythall.. 


But on each Leg a Wepon is. 

Pbperſent, and full ſtarke I wy$3 
Doth he with hem at Pertelote play? ? 

In footh theres Werk inough for tway. 


Qd. Taac certes by Sainct ered 


Myne Lief thou art a ſimple Soule ; 
Foules fro the Eagle to the Wren, ne 
Bin harneſod othergiſe than Men: : . 
For the Males Engins of Delite, 
Ferre i in theyr Entrails are i 3 . = 
Els, par miſchaunce, their Merriment 
Emong the Breers mought ſore be went. 
Thus woxen hote, they much avaunce 5 5 
Love of Venereal Jouiſaunce : 
And in one Month, the Trouth to "I . 
: Swink mo than Manhode in Yeres twayne. ” 


O Benedicite ! qd. ſhe, 


5 If kepying hote fo kindlych be, + 
lie in thyne Boweles truſs theyne Gore, | 
5 And eke the Skrippe that daungleth here. 
Ne Dame, he anſwer'd, mote that dene; 5 
For as J hope to be a Dene, „ ot 
Thilke Falltaffe-Bellie round and big. 
Was built for corny Ale, and Pig; 
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Ne in it is a Chink for theſe, 


Ne for a Wheat-ſtraw, and t way Peaſe. 


Pardie, qd. ſhe, ſyth theres nat Room, 


|  Swete Mein chafe hem in myne woom. 


„ 


— . 


” Dean rr” s '« Charafter of the Late L-4 


Crus; repreſented i in the * = 


ofa SALAMANDER, 


5 A Maſtive Dogs i in andy ind wwe 


Call'd Pompey, Scipio, and Cake 3 ; f 


As Pyes and Daws are often ſtilbd 
With Chriſtian Nick- names like a Child; 
As we ſay Monſieur to an Ape, 


Without Offence to human Shape; 


80 Men have got from Bird and Brute 


. Names that would beſt their Natures ſuit: 
The Lyon, Eagle, Fox and Boar 


Were Heroes Titles heretofore, 


_ Beftow'd as Hi roglyphicks fit 
Pts ns expreſs their Valour, Strength or Wir 


For, what is underſtood by Fame 
Beſide the getting of a Name? 


But e'er ſince Men invented Cm | 


A different way their Fa ancy runs : 


| To paint a Hero, we enquire 
| For ſomething that will conquer Fire. 


Would you deſcribe Turenne or Tump, 


| Think of a Bucket or a Pump, | 


. 


are 
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| Arc theſe to low then find out Grander, 55 


Call my Lord C— a Salamander, 
"Tis well, But fince we live among 
Detractors with an evil Tongue, 
Who may cbject againſt the Term, 1 
Pliny (hall picve what we affirm: 
Pliny ſhall prove, and we'll apply, 
And Il be judg'd by Standers- by. 
Firſt then, our Author has defin'd 
This Reptil, of the Serpent kind, 
With gaudy Coat, and ſhining Train, 
But loathſome Spots his Body ſtain: 
Out from ſome Hole obſcure he flies, 


When Rains deſcend, and Tempeſts riſe, 


Till the Sun clears the Air ; ; and then 
Crawls back neglected to his Den. 


So when the War has rais'd a Storm 1 


T've ſeen a Snake in human Form, 
All ſtain'd with Infamy and Vice, 
Leap from the Dunghill in a trice, 
hurniſh and make a gaudy Show, 
Become a General, Peer and Beau, 
Till Peace hath made the Sky ſerene, 
Ro Then ſhrink into it's Hole again. 


All this we grant—why, then look yonder, | 


Sure that muſt be a Salamander! 

Farther, we are by Pliny told, 
This Serpent is extremely cold, 

So cold, that put it in the Fire, 
| Twill make the very Flames expire | 


Beſide, | 


She ſoon would find the ſame Effects 


5 As from the Salamander”s Spue; 5 
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Beſide, pues a filthy Froth, 1 


(Whether thro” Rage. or Love, or both) > 1 
Of Matter perulent and white, . 
Which happen'd on the Skin to light, | | 0 
And there corrupting to a Wound, EE 
Spreads Leproſy and Baluneſs round. ” | 
So have [I ſeen a batter'd Beau, 

By Age and Claps grown cold as Snow, 

Whoſe Breath or T ouch, where c'er he came, | 
| Blew out Love's Torch, or chilld the Flame: 
And ihould ſome Nymph who ne'er was cruel, | 
Like Carleton cheap, or fam'd Duruel, . 
Receive the Filth which he ejects, 


Her tainted Carcaſe to purſue, | 


A difmal ſhedding of her 1 
And, if no Leproſy, a Pox. 

Then Pil appeal to each By ander, ® 

In pether this ben't a Salamander? 


5 The * Eiter Maiden Fri 171102, 332565 BY 
dre ofs's 4 70 1e Hon. Houſe of Commons : 

8 IR 8, N | 

E, as Maids of 1 City. 8 

The Maids, good lack Then more's the pity) 


: Do vs offer this Petition, 
Jo repretent our fad Condition; 


| Whick | 
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M hich once made known, our Hope and Truſt „ 


Your Honours will afford us Juſtice : 
But left cur tender Senſe of Wrongs, 


And Volubility of Tongues, 


Should make as treſpaſs on your Leacure, 
And ſpecify it out of Meaſure; £ 
To fave our Breath, and eke your Time, 

We check our fluent Speech with Rhime. 


Now you muſt know—ah ! can' t vou gueſs 


The Subject of a Maid's Diſtreſs ? 
(Plague on the idoius that compel us, 
Thus to Petition for young Fellows) = 
| But we were ſaying, you muſt 5 
(Tho' bluſhing we declare our Woe) 
A Virgin was deſin'd by Nature . ; 
A weakly and imperfe&t Creature; LS 
So apt to fall, ſo apt to ſtray, _ 
Her Wants require a Guide, a * I 
And then, ſo timorous of Sprites, : 
She dares not lie alone at Nights; 
5 Say what ſhe will, do what ſhe can, 5 
Her Heart ſtill gravitates to Man; 
From whence, tis evident as Light, 
That Marriage is a Maiden's _ . 
And therefore tis prodigious hard. 


T.o be from ſuch a * debarr'd: 


| Yet we (poor Souls) can't have the F reedom, 5 


Too get good Men howe'er we need em: 


The Widows, Sirs ! the rankeſt Grate 
That e cer r polluted Peticoats ; "ES 


8 
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| Thoſe Plagues, more odious than Small-Pox, 
Thoſe Fad 5 more ſubtil than a F ox, 


Still cut us out, are ſtill before us, 


And leave no Lovers to adore us; 


Adore us! laud, 'tis ten times worſe, 


Duce take em But we ſhould not curſe: 


ES. For tho” our Number is not ſmall, | 


1 But what they have him in a Minute; 


And all the Devils are but Pimps, 


There n one amongſt us all, | 
Scarce one ' Tis true, as Cs in Glouc her 
Can get a Voungſter to accoſt her ; . 

. No ſingle Creature e'er appear'd, 
That wore but Breeches and a Beard, - 


Well, certainly there's J/itcheraft | in it, 


Too aid and ſuccour theſe their Inps 5 
5 For tho by ſtraining all our Wits, 7 5 By 


Kind Looks, kind Words, and fainting Fi its, 
We've brought a Dung ſter to the lure, 5 
And think the Captive now ſecure; 

When the Ring plitters in our Eye, 

The Lawyer's calbd, the Parſon nigh, 
Opſtarts a Hidoio in the Way, 5 

And diſappoints us of the Prey! „ 


| 5 By ſome curſt hacus pocus Trick, a 


Hheeſides, what makes it more provoking, 
3 1 Creatures 3 are e for, ever . ; 


The Lover leaves us in the Nick ; 5 
And on Confuſion to conſound, | 
| Ised directly to Lol's-pound. 
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Tho' they've a thouſand Time been told, 


They need not be ſo pert and bold, 
That could we have the Chance to try, 
We would be W idows, or no why. 


Thank Heav'n, we want not Will or Breath, i 5 
x To kiſs or talk a Spouſe to death : | 


But when the ſpiteful Troop upbraids | 
Us, with the Title of Old Maids, 
(The greateſt Part of us we mean) 

You well may think it moves our Spleen, 
When we muſt ſuffer ſuch Diſgraces, 

Or what is worſe, diſplay our Faces; 

For tho” they're naturally fo green, | . 
They can't be judg'd above fiften; 

For what is green, but what is young; 1 
Vet if the WW: {laws wag their Tongue, 
Till we afford 'em chat Conviction, 


| Feen let them wag /ans Contradiction. : 


But why eld Maids, for Goodneſs fake, 5 
Could they no likelier Scandal make? 
Since Time is ſo much at our Motion, 


They cou'd not thin to ſpread the Notion = : 


In ſpite of Regiſters and Nurſes, 
Whoſe Blunders earn our hearty Curſes, 


Oblequious to a Maiden's Will, 1 
Old Time turns backwards, or fads Rill: 


The Truth from frequent Facts appears, 
Some have been twenty, twenty Years, 5 
And ſome that reckon juſt a Score, 


Were thirty, ten Years ſince, or more. 


Need 


| 
1 
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_ Need any Body now be told | 
That ſingle Women can't grow old! ? £7 
We ſhould deſpiſe their ſcurvy Carriage, 
Did we not deſpair of Marriage, | 
Nor about Men make all this Fuſs, 
Were there enough for them and us; 
But ' tis the Truth we repreſent t'ye, 
Men are ſo ſcarce, and Maids fo plenty, 
That were each Man a Maid to wed, 
Not one in thirty would be ſped: 
Then while the Widows inter lope, 


How can a Maiden live in hope? 


But ſure your Honours will determine 
Something againſt the greedy V ermin; 
For if the Creatures are allow'd, 
To be ſo wanton and ſo proud, 
We neither can have Health z nor Qin, 
On A ftida muſt die, | 
Gnaw on the Sheets, embrace the Pitlow, 
Or cut a Caper from a Willow. . 
But leſt your Henours ſhould formats oy 
That we, (more paſſionate than wiſe) 
Make againſt //7dnvs this Invective, 
When tis the Maids that are defective, 
We, under ſavour, come to ſhew, 
That all that can be done, we do; 
We try each Shift, turn ev'ry Way, 
Are never idle Night or Day, 


Contriving or purſuing Schemes, 


Not more when waking than in Dreams; 3 


PART H. 55 
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— 
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In ev'ry \ \loment, ev ry Place, 


We're doing ſometlung with a Grace; 
In curt' sing, ſmiling, nodding, talking, 


In laughing, ſinging, dancing, walking, 


In romping, frowning, ozlinz, dreffing, 
And fifty Things that want expreiting ; TS 
At tome, Abroad; o'er Snuff or Tea, 
We: re our Talents to diſplay ; 


Br ſure the moſt becoming Airs, 


Are thoſe one gives one's ſelf at Pray rs, 
And therefore noting can be fitter, 
Than 8 ing Vitits to St. PETER *, 

Which . y Mi: More conſtant Pays, : 

Than 8 on Refection 8 

Ah, Sirs ! *twocud do you good to hear, 

Our exquitite Behaviour there! 

ell! ſure the Church is quite enchanting, 

Good Company tis never wanting: 

The Lirurgp—why, one may venture, 
Rather tin ook like a Diſſenter, Sh 

; Or fit-an. kin p onc' * E; ES quite Lille, 


Tu read a Di. cowards the Middle ; ; 


Te Poſtures and the Ordinances, 
Quite ſuited to the Ladies Fancies ; 3 


Tt en curning eMftward to adore, 


(When de nave © u our Charms before) | 
„ Fis on SY -a12hty: well defign' d 


To ſtew a F 's 5 Shape behind ; 
An! . 8 5 


Sith all the Company in View ; 


ne Car near: al Ch urch at © Exon, 


And ; 


or, the Merry Mortal's Companion. 07 


: And modeſtly behind'a Fan, 


Explore the prettieſt Gentleman 
| While if his Sight inſpires a Whim, 
We pry OY: e's, for Fu | 


—— 


Te DYER 7 ROAN. 
To the Tune of Old S1MoN the King 


Se N good King Lewis 8 Land, 

1 Tn a City of high Degree; 
There liv'd a Dyer ſo grand, 
And a very good Dyer was he, 
This Dyer was married, forſooth, 
And married in Truth was he, | 


x To a Maid in the Bloom of her Youth ; 


And * gave him ſome Iealouſ 5 


'In vain had he fought: to diſcover, 
What he little deſir'd to ſee, 
Never dreaming his Wife had a Lover 
PE + | Monkey-fac'd Monſieur P Abbee. 
lie thought of a politick Way, 
To bring all the Matter to light, 
By his feigning a Journey one Day, 
And by T8 in Ambuſh at Night. 


The Horks: were brought to the Door, 

Ev'ry Sign of a Journey appears, 

| Whilt his Wife (that diſſembling Whore) 

Was bedew d! in her Crocodile-Tears. 8 
Pa oi 
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N A thouſand Grimaces ſhe made, 
Too ſhew forth her Grief at his Parting ; . 
But that was the Trick of the Jade, 1 85 = 

| And 3 as old Women 8 F. arting. „„ 


| The Dyer was now out of Sede, 
And prepar'd to diſcover the Trafen; 
You will find he was much in the Right ; 5 2 
And Pm going to tell you the Reaſon : „ | 5 


5 The Wife was no ſooner alone, 


But ſhe ſent for her Father- Confeſſor ; 3 


+ He put his beſt Pantaloons on, 


LS We now may ſuppoſe them together 


And her ran * the Devil to dies her. 


The Damſel, "with Smiles on be Fac ace, 

5 Met the Abbot and gave him a Kiſs; = 
But no Man wou'd have been in his Place, : 
If he had known of the Jerquer i in Pi, 


. Confeſſing and preſſing each other 
Bound faſt, in Loves Thong of Whit- leather, 
Was the Reverend Catholick Brother, 


| Some ITO were nk at this Rate, EY ey 
When the Husband, with paſi per bout Keys, 7 
Made no Scruple to open his Gate 

And EN napping the . in his Peaſe, 


Fakes 1 1 
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Father Abbot, quctb h. (without Paſſion) 
Is this your Church-way of Tong Eon? 

| Altho' *tis a Thins much in F. | 
It 18 never 1 * 1 e u. 


| The Abbot, as you may believe, 
Had but little to ſay for himſelf; ; 
5 He knew well what he ought to receive, 
Tor his being O artant an if ? 

His Cluaths he got on wi. ot e, 
And conducted he was by Kb. 8 

"To be duckt (as you after may read) 

And ” cool'd Tom! his amcicus F. mo 


Quoth the Dyer. moſt LY i erend Father, 
Since Ifind yOu beds hot upon Wenchings 
base gat! er 4 my Sérrants together, 
Io give you a Taſte of our renching, 
 Here—Tim, Harry, Roger, and Nick, | 
Take ihe Abbot, undreſs him, and d ouſe © him; IE 
They obey'd in that very ſame Nick, 1 8 | 
To the Dye: Vat hey take : him, and foul. lum. 


5 Io | behold what a Figure he = ad] e, 
Such a Monſter tliere never was ſeen ; 
5 Was enough to make Satan afraid; 
ite was | colour'd 4 al over with Green, | 


The | 
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r he Dyer had Pleaſure enou . 


When he thought how he dy'd bim 10 Li 151 0 


Twas much butiet than uſing him rou: ch, = 
Since he only had lain with his Wife. 


The Abbot was led to the Door, 98 

And he took to his Heels in a Trice, 
Ne.er lboking behind or before; 

It was now not a Time to be nice, 
is reported by ſome of his Neizhbours, 
That he did not diſcover 'till Morning 
The excellent Fruits of his Labours, _ 

Nor the Colour he had tor h. Herning. ns 


5 Bugs 3 Lack, when he came to the Glaſs, 
And beheld iuch a ſtrange Alteration, | 

= He was dy'd of the Colour of Graſs, „ 
And had like to have dy'd with Vexation, 
As this Stain can be never got out, 


And the Abbot muſt loſe the Church. Ficee 3 ; 


Let him bear the Diſgrace (like a Lout) 
2 be ſhewn tor ; a Pcnny a: piece. 


or, the Merry * Mor tabs Companion. In 


The WARMING-PAN, 


4 Song for the. uſe of the Scotch Relei. 
„ Anno 1745: 


Dy Wur N Fenn: the Second, not 7 emmy the 
_ 555 


1 With Vexation, and N and Impotence © curs'd, 


Saw the good Cauſe muſt End, which © well he be- 
ES A 

Score the Church, ſince he could not, ſhould oct 
| him Sn 

e | Y F Ke. 7 
To work went! ' urchon her Majeſt; Womb. 
| : Dy her true Repreſentatives, Friars from 1. * * | 


e But this” they well warm'd her true Carthulick Mettle, 1 


Ty THF? never could. m. abe the Meat boil in the Kettle. 

. Derry down, &e. 
: zut « a twas determ! n' an Heir muſt be got, 
55 No Matter from Kettle, from Pan, or from Fot, 


= In Miracles fertile, the Jeſuit Clan, | 


: Proguc'd a brave Boy from a Braſs Warming— Pan. 
Derry down, &c. 
"Be old England, quite barrels with Stuarts before, | 
. = hether lawful or ſpurious, would now bear! no more, 
5 But, with little afar of ol n N ol A 
7 Friar, : 5 
| Frgm« out oi the Warming. Pan, | into the Fi = 
„„ = Der int Ke. 


Full 
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Full ma ny a Yea: has the Ballard bee wars) "4, 

Pe Paris and Name, who engendei'd him fir a, 
And now th have ent, to promote their old Plan, 
Tue! don, of the 8. In, of a Braſs W arming-Pan, 1 

535 Derry aun, &c. 

n Benden reflec, why you drove out the one, oy 
And read the fame Evils, or worle, from the Son; 

Cx, to Paris or Rome, make young Perkin retire, 

5 Oe we re out of tlie Warming. 250 into the Fire. 

: Fr —— &c. 


— — 


The 8 SN 1E. or 57 e Paras. 


„„ SONG. 
7 0 the T une of, A Cobler there was, &c. 


= 'L L teh ou a Story, 2 Story that's s true, 

= I A Stor: Hat . diſmal and comical too; ; 
It is ot a Nies, who, ſome People think, 
Tho? as s ſweet a as a Nut, night have dy'd Fe Stink. . 
” Der ry d-r wi, dawn, * ler Ty down, — 


| This Fryar would oh tc, 75 ont with his Gun, | 
And th. * ne 5:00 Na: ken, he t! abe himſelfones 


For tho? he for ever was wor! ton hi, 8 
| Sil ſomething, bu: Noves nunkt,; Verto blame. 


| | e B. dtn, & 2. 
5 It h upren'd young Pa, a Friend of the Hyar's, 3, 5 
With Lo. arm'd with Lea ather, tor fear of the Briers, 
ent out with him on ce, thu” it ſinnifies not . | 
Where he hir' his Gun, or who tick'd for hs Shot. 
| | Der ry down, Se. 
Ln, "uy 
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Away theſe two trude'd it o'er Hills and o'er Dales; "pp 
They popp'd at the Partridges, frighten'd the Quails; 
But, to tell you the Truth, no great Miſchief Was 


> gp done, 
: Seve ſpoiling the Proverb, as fora asa Cas 


Derry down, „ 


But at r a poor r Snide flew FRY in the bed 
In open Defiance, as if he would fay, _ 
If only the Fryar and Peter are there, 
| by III fy where 1 lift, chere no Reaſon to fear, 
5 | Derry dawn, c. 15 
Tho' little . he that his Death was ſo nigh, 
Vet Peter by chance brought him down from on hich: 1 8 
H is Shot was ramm'd down with a Jour nal, I wiſt, 5 
T he act Th ime he charg'd ſol W with N. © RTE 
8 Derry down, xc. 7 
Then on 1 Sides the 1 1 to be made, 5 
As. beg your Acceptance—0O ! no, Sir, Indeed — - 
/ leg that you would, Sir, —for both witely hes = 
T Hat 6 one Sy Me « could ne'er r be a Supper wor two: 
a | N Derry dawn, be. . 
What the Bier See in moſt civil —_ 
: "Peter ſlipt i in his Pocket, (the De'el take him for't bl ” 


ut were the Truth known it would plainly _ „ 
5 He oft times had found : a longer Bill much there 


5 Derry drum, be. 5 
: Thas bid i in ETA Packet FO Snipe afely . 
WI hile a * ert did 12 over his Head, and a Day, 


Pane, N. 5 5, Tin 


; : 5 "Twas a Fart at the Hel, and a pad "Ml a 1 = 
| Derry down, &c. : 


of And if any, himſelf, t nus deſerv'd to be us'd; 
= For twas certainly he, (who elſe could he ink TY 
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Till the Nor. Or i: 1 oalt too oftenfive were grown, "i 


| And were «...wit out by ev'ry Noſe but his own. 


Derry down, Kc. 


The Friar look 1 3 it muſt be agreed, 


So no one could ſay whence the Stink ſhould proceed; 


VV here the Stink might be laid, tho' no one cou'd fay, : 8 


"Tis certain he brought i it, and took it away. 


Derry "_ ke. : 


At fight of the Friar began the e Perfume, 
And ſcarce he appear'd, but he ſcented the Room; 3 


. dnuff. Boxes were held in the higheſt Eſteem, 


5 And all the wry Faces v were made where he came. 


„ | Derry down, &c · 
e As the Place he was ; in, it \ was call'd This and That; 
In his Room 'twas a Cloſe-ſtool, orelſe a dead Rat; - - 
. — the F ields where he walk d for ſome Carrion en 


gueſt; 


At 1 the « Sufpicion fell thick: on poor Tray, 


Till he took to his Heels, and with ſpeed ran away; „ 
Thought the Friar, mo Troy! / In mn thee TT 


ſoon, | 
If 1 live to grow ſweet, bel give thee a Bone. | 


Derry down, Kc. | 


Fe or 2 that poor Ti 5 was Ew Y highly abuſs'd, 


g FF was certainly ax at muſt make all the Stink, 


Derry ks, c 5 


285 So 


ANI nc A een Wee TT 
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So when he came Heme he ſat down on his Bed, 


lis Elbow at diſtance ſupported his Head: 
His Body long while like a Pendulum went; 
; But all he _ do did not o_ the Scent. 


Derry down, Kc. 8 


Thus hipp'd, he got up and 1 e pull'd off his Cloaths, 
Hs peep'd in his Breeches, and ſmelt to his Hoſe, 
And the very next Morning freſh Cloaths he put on, 
All, al but a Waiſtcoat, for * had but one. 8 
. Derry down, Kc. = 
But es his Coaths did not hu the Caſe, 
And ſo he ſtunk on for three Weeks and three Days, 5 5 
Till to ſend for a Doctor he thought it moſt. meet z 


F or tho de v was not, his Life it was ſweet, 


— Derry dun, Ke. N 
8 The Doctor he came, felt his Pulſe | ina Tritte: 
: Then crept at a Diſtane to give his Advice! _ 

But ſweating, nor bleeding, nor purging wou'd do : 
3 I or inſtead of one Stink, this only made two. 

8 5 „%%% down, Kc 5 

. The B ar A times to bo Glaſs would V 
But to death he was fright' ned whene'er he came chere, he 

His Eyes were ſo ſunk, and he look'd fo aghaſt, 

| ** an thought De 1 was s linking his Laſt. 


Derry FREE Kc. | 


5 80 for Credit, s hallens 1 to burt rn all his Prole, 
: And into the Fire his Verſes he throws; = 
When ſearching his Pockets to make up the Pile, „„ 
1 He found out t the Foe that had ſunk all the while, _ 


Derry 22 % 5 0. 2 


. Ne Mvsz's Vacaries; 3 


So he hopes you'll now think him wholeſome again, 
Since his Waiſtcoat diſcovers the Cau ſe of his Pain: 
To conclude, the poor Fryar intreats you to note, 7 
That. you might have been OT had ys been i in lis ” 


Coat. 


1 bon un, . 


The Cunious MAID. 
4 TaLz. 


| B* Þ A 1 Ty Ys a gaudy Sign, no more, 5 


| To tempt the Gazer to the Door; 
| WW: thin the Entertainment lies, | 


ee Far off remoy'd from vuls Sar xr Eyes. | | 


OE Thus Cle, beautiful nd gay T7 
As on her Bed the anten lay, 
Hardly awake from Dreaming o'er | 


Her e of the Day before. Sp 


1 : And what! s this n Clam (ſhe « cry a). 
Andi purn'd th'embracing Cloaths aſide 
From Limbs of ſuch a Shape, and Hos. 
As Titian's Pencil never drew, LOT 


Reſolv'd the Dark- Abode ro trace, 


Of Female Honour, or Diſgrace; 


= Where Virtue finds her Task too hard, 


1 And oſten Numbers on a the e Guard, 


nn 
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: 'Th' Attempt ſhe makes, and buckles to 
With all her Might; but *twou'd not do: : 


Still, as ſhe bent, the Part requir'd, 
As Tons of 1 its e retir'd. 


| What 5 to he FORE 5 Wer re 42 PEERS wo 
Some other Method muſt be touad „ 
Water Nurciſſis Face cou'd ſhow, 

And way not Cle s Charms below 25 | 

Big with this Project, ſhe applies 

The For, dan to her Virgin Thi: hs: 

5 : But the dull Late her * iſh denics. 


e What Lack i I5 here? w clie 1 x gin? 
5 The Devil; 5 15 the Dis. Ix that's D. lain! . 
No Chymiſt Cer was ſo e 45 LI 
No jilted Coxcomv half ſo vex'd; 
wh No Bard, whoſe gentler Mult exce!s 


3 At Tunbridge, Bath, Or Epfem:- Fells, 
Ordain'd by Paus ect Grace, 


To ſing the Beauties of the Place, 
Fer pump'd, and chaf d to that Degree, N 


7 - To ty his fav's rite Simile, | 


| " Pio Folks are . at a Stand, 

2 When Remedics are near at H und! 
For lo . the Glaſs ay, That n 1 
Tis Tinto One we now ſucceed) ' 

Fa this Relief ſhe flies amain, - 

Ant fraddles o'er the Kun Plain, : 


The | 


1 . Mosz's Vacant; 


The foining-Ploin re flects at la ce 
All Damon's Wiſh and C Charge. 


The Curiaus Maid in deep Surprize, 


On the Grim Feature fix'd her Eyes: 


N (Far leſs amaz'd Auncas ſtood, 
_Whenby Avernus' ſacred F. ood, 


. He faw Hell's Portal fring'd with 2 * 


| Andi o this all, 15 65 (the cry d) . 
Aan's great Daſcre, ard Lman's Pride; 
The Spring whencc flaws the Lover 5 Pain, 

I he Occan where tis lo? ayain, 
— By Fate for ever card to prove Y 
The Mn and Grave c of f Love? * 


0 Thon * fore and head Mien, 


: | 35 And always better felt than feen! £ 
_ Fit Rapture for the gloomy Night, 


_ ©), never more approach the Light! . 
5 : Like other M/ "T1205 Men adore, ; 
Be hid to be rever'd the n mare. 8 - 


* — 


The BITERS Biz. 


4 Tat. 


Ras once to 3 went, | 
To pay the worthy Squire his Rent. 


He comes, he knocks, ſoon Entrance gains; : 
[Who, at the Door, fuch Gueſls detains ?) 5 


ee le 
Out ſtruts the 2 excceding ſmart; 
c Farmer you're welcome to my 3 | 
* You've brought my Rent then To a Hair, — 
4 The beſt of Tenants, I declare.“ = 5 
„ Steward's call'd, Accounts as even. . 


7 AN 
r 


Merry Mo rtal's C 25 | 


The Money paid, Reccipt was given. 


« Well (quoth the Squire now you ſhall ſay, m_ 
And dine with me, old Friend, to Day; 

8. I've here ſome Ladies wond'rous pretty, 3 

And pleaſant Sparks; I warn't they'll fit ye,” 225 


= He ſcratch'd his Ears, and held his Hat, 


E ln Word or Deed, ſome deadly Plunder : * 


And ſaid, No Zur, two Words to that. 
6 For, look, d'ye zce; when l'ſe do dine 
| « With Gentlevokes 200 cruel Vine, 
d uſe to make (and tis no wonder) 


80 200, if your Honour will permit, 
Che'll with your Zarvants pick a Bit. 
„ Pooh! (favs the Squire) it ſhan't be done, | 

And to the Parlour puſh'd him on. 


7 5 „ all around he nods and it ſerapes; 3 5 


5 By Madam ſerv'd, with Body bended; 


Not waiting Maid, or Butler ſcapes; 
a With often bidding, takes his Seat; 5 
But at a Diſtance mighty great; 
Tho often ask'd to draw his Chair, - 
He nods, nor comes one Inch more near : 


| With Kniſe and F ork, and Arms extended, 

Ae reaches out, as far as able, 1 
3 55 "To Pi te, that over· lu rg the Table. . | 
4 „ With 


F210 The Mvsx's VAGARIES; 
With little Morſels cheats his Chops, 
And ſome, als! 7 th' Paſſage drops. 
To ſhew where moſt his Heart inclin'd, 
| He talk'd, and drank to John behind. 
Om drank to in the modiſh „„ 
1 * Your Lovc's ſufficient, 7 ur, —he'd lay 
Aud, to te thought a Man of Manners, 
Still roſe, to make his aukward Honours, 


_ Piſh, fays the Squire, pray keep your Sitting, 


= 0 No, no, (he cries) Zur 'tis not vitting 
„ Phe? Cham no Schollard, vars'd i in Letters, 


le k' now my Duty to my Betters.” 


Mu ch Mirth the Farmer's Ways afford, 
Aud hearty Laughs go round the Board, 


1 5 Thus, the firſt Courſe was ended well ; 
But, "at the next, ah i what betel 1 1 


5 5 The Diſhes now were nicely plac' . 
And Table with freſh Lux'ry grac . 
When drank, to by a neighb'ring Charmer, | 


Up, as was uſual, ſtands the Farmer, 
A Wag, to carry on the Joke, 
Thus to his Servant ſoftly ſpoke, 
Come hither, Dick, ſtep gently there 
e And pull away the Farmer's Chair,” 
Thy done—his Congee made, the Clown 
Draws back, and ſtoops to fit him down; 
But by Poſteriors over weigh'd 


8 And of his truſty Seat betray 'd, 


- As Men at Twigs in River S . 
f * catch d the Cloth t to fa e his f 
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Inn vain, fad Fortune! down he wallow'd, . 0 | 
And, rattling, all the Diſhes follow'd. 

The Foplings loſt their little Wits; 
The Ladies ſquall'd; fome fell in Fits: 
Here tumbled Turkeys, Tarts, and R 
And there Mince-pies, and Geeſe, and Widgeons. 
Large Floods of Butter float around him, 
And gravy Sauce had almoſt drown'd Nouns 3 
A Pear-pye on his Belly drops, 


Fo Culfard-pudding meets his Chops. 
What fad ado, *twixt Belles and Hawa 4 


| Some curſe—ſome cry—and rub their Cloaths. 
This Lady raves,—and that looks down, _ 
And weeps and wails her ſpatter'd Gown. _ 
Once Spark bemoans brocaded Waſtecoat, 
One (ſwearing cries) © he's ſpoil'd my Lac . coat. 
Amidſt the Rout, the Farmer long 
The Pudding ſuck'd, and held his Tongue. . 
Alt length he gets him on his Breech, 
And ſcrambles up, to make his "RY 
Firſt ſcrapes Eyes, Mouth, and Noftrils twangs, 
Then ſmacks his F ingers—and eb 
I Pe twold my Meaſter how two'd be; 
e Looks here's a Pickle, Zurs, d'ye zee? 
„„ But for my zel Ple did not care 
. « 'Tis worſe for you vine Gentry there. 
What odds ist, if my Things be zoild? 
. « When yours be vould, you think 'em ſpoil'd, 
Aud ſome chi'll warn't, that make this Chatter, 
4 Have Geer bedaub'd with Greaſe and Butter, 


Panr I. „ R 1 « That 


_ De Mus s Finn * 
That coſt— —(He had gone ;) but here 
Was ſtopt at once in his Career. 

76 Peace, Brute, begone,” the Ladies ery : 

The Beaux exclaim—* fly, Raſcal, fly ;” 
Ill tear his Eyes out,” —Squeaks Miſs Molly; 
I'll Pink his Soul out,” roars a Bully, 

5 At this the Farmer ſhrinks for fear; 

And thinking *twas ill tarrying here ; JE 

| Shabs off; and ſays—* Ay kill me then, 

© Whene'er you catch me here agen.” 

So home he jogs, and leaves the Squire 

To cool the Sparks, and Ladies Ire, 

Here ends my Tale, and now [ll try, 

Like Prior, ſomething to apply. 

7 This may teach Rulers of a Nation, n 
Not to place Men above their Station. EE N 
And this may ſhew the wanton Wit, 1 

That while he bites, he may be bit. 


: . : N J. 


